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DEAR FRIENDS, 

An engine lost in the South American jungle was found 
after 30 years. A tree had grown through its chimney and 
hornets nested in its firebox. When mended it gave good 
service for 30 more years. 

“The Duke” was lost too; not in the jungle but in his own 
shed which a landslide had buried. Not long ago he was dug 
out and mended. His own railway had been pulled up, so he 1s 
now at the Thin Controller's. 

THE AUTHOR 


“Duke” looks like a real engine called PRINCE. You can see PRINCE running 
on his own railway at Porumadoc in Wales 
“Small Railway Engines” can be seen at Ravenglass in Cumberland 
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Granputf 


e » Upon a time three hile engines lived in their own litde shed on their 
own little railway. Duke was brown, Falcon blue. and Stuart green. 

Duke was the oldest, He had been the firstengine on the line, and named 
alter the Duke of Sodor. He 
was proud of this and wanted 
everything “just so”. Whenever 
the others did anything they 
shouldn't, he would say, “That 
would never suit His Grace.” 

Other engines came and 
went, but Duke outlasted them 
all. Stuart and Falcon used to 
call him Granpulfl. 

Duke was fond of them, and 
tried to keep hem in order. They were fond of him, too, as he was so wise and 
kind, but they did get tired of hearing about His Grace. Sometimes they would 


wink at each other and chant solemnly: 
“Engines come and engines go, 
Granpufl “goes on' for ever!” 
“You imperunent 
scallywags,” Duke would say 
indienandy. “Whatever are 
young engines coming to 
nowadays?” 
“Never mind, Granpufl. 
We're only young once.” 
“Well, vow'd better mind; 


unless you want to end up like 
No. 2” 

“Ooooh! Granpufl. Whatever happened?” 

“No. 2,” said Duke, “was American, and very cocky. He rode roughly and 


often came off the rails. | warned him to be careful. 
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* “Listen, Bud' he drawled. 
In the States we don't care a 
dime for a few spills.* 

“*We do here,* I said, “but 
he just laughed.” 

“But he didn't laugh when 
the Manager took away his 
wheels, and said he was going 
to make him useful at last.” 

“Why? W-W-What did 


he do?” 


“He turned him into a pumping engine. That's what. He's still there, 
behind our shed.” 

Stuart and Falcon were unusually good for several days! 

Stuart and Falcon became Useful Engines and all three were happy 
together for many years. 

But hard times came, the 
mines closed one by one, and 
the engines had little to do. 

At last, their line was closed 
and people came to buy the 
engines. 

“We'll take Stuart and 
Falcon,” they said; but no one 
wanted Duke. They thought 
him too old. 

“Cheer up, Granpuff!” called Stuart, as they went away. “We'll find a 
nice railway, and then you can come and keep us in order!” 


hey all laughed bravely, but not one of them thought it would ever 
come true. 


Duke's Driver and Fireman oiled and greased him. They sheeted him 
snugly, and said goodbye. They had to go away and find work. 
Duke was alone, locked up in the Shed. 


“Where's His Grace?” he wondered. “It's not like him to forget me.” 
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wouldn't have known a shed was there. let 


Have you guessed about 
Stuart and Falcon? Yes, you're 
quite right. They came to the 
lhin Controller's Railway. He 
gave hem new coats and new 
names. Stuart became Peter 
Sam, and Falcon Sir Handel. 
hey prefer their new names, 

That was a long time ago, 
but they never forgot Granpufí, 
and often talked about him 


when alone. 
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But His Grace had becn 
killed in the War, and the new 
Duke, a boy, hadn't heard of his 
Lite Engine. 

“Oh, well,” said Duke to 
himself. “Pl go to slecp. 101 help 
to pass the time,” 

Years passed. Winter 
torrents washed soil from the 
hills over the Shed. Trees and 
bushes grew around. You 
alone a little engine asleep inside it. 


l hey were excited to hear that the Duke was coming to Skarloey's and 
Rheneas” 1004 birthday; but most disappointed with the Duke who actually 


came. For he was only a man. ... 


But we must say no more, or we'll spoil the next story. 
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Bulldog 


EVER since Skarloey and Rhencas 
had their 100th birthday, Peter Sam 
had been worried. He kept on saying 
that the real Duke never came. 

“Rubbish!” said Duncan. “Of 
course he was real!” 

“All the same,” Peter Sam 
persisted, “he wasn't our Duke.” 

“Our Duke,” said Sir Handel, “is 
an engine.” 

“You're as bad as he is. All 
“engine Dukes” were scrapped. Ask Duck.” 

“Duck doesn't know everything,” Skarloey put in quietly. “Tell us about 
him, you two.” 

Here is one of the stories that Peter Sam and Sir Handel told about 
Granpufl. 

It happened when Sir Handel 
was new to the line. Now, have you 
remembered that in those days he 


was called Falcon, and painted blue? 

You have? Now we can begin. 

The Manager came to see him 
one day and said he was pleased 
with his work, so far. “Now, Falcon,” 
he went on, “you must learn the 
'Mountain Road'...” 

“Yes please, Sir,” said Falcon, excited. 

”. . . So, tomorrow you shall go “double-heading' on it with Duke. He'll 
explain everything,” 

Falcon didn't like this. He thought Duke was a fuss-pot, and a regular old 
luddy-duddy. 


Duke's train was one for holiday-makers. He called it “The Picnic”. 
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Falcon was ready when Duke arrived. Duke drew forward beside him. 
“Listen,” he said. “The 'Mountain Road' is difficult. You take the train and 
l'Il couple in front.” 

“No,” said Falcon, “Pl lead. 
How can l learn the road with you 
lumbering ahead, blocking the view?” 

“Suit yourself” said Duke 
shortly, “but never mind the view. 
Attend to the track.” 

“LOOK AT THE TRACK,” he 
pufled again, on starting, “Never 
mind the view.” 

“Fuss-pot, Fuss-pot,” puffed 
Falcon, on starting, “Fud-dy dud-dy, Fud-dy dud-dy, Fud-dy dud-dy!” 

They rated through the first tunnel, looped round, recrossed the river 


and entered the second, climbing all the time. Their speed grew slower and 
slower, 


“Don't dawdle! Don't dawdle!” 


urged Falcon. 


“No hurry, no hurry,” puffed 
Duke stolidly. 

The tunnel was curved and pitch 
dark. Falcon felt sufled. He wanted 
to get out. 

Presendy the light grew. Two 
ribbons of track appeared ahead in 


the gloom. 

“Watch the track! Watch the track!” warned Duke. 

“Fuss-pot! Fuss-pot!” scofled Falcon. 

The tunnel mouth grew larger and larger till at last they burst into the 
sunshine. 

The line here swung sharply right. It was laid on a ledge cut in the 
hillside. Below lay the valley up which they had come. Track and buildings 
looked tiny, like toys. 
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No one quite k 
happened dado ai 

Duke said there must have been 
something on the track and Falcon 
hadn't kept a good look-out. 

Falcon said he was dazzled, so 
how could he keep a good look-out? 

Anyway, their coaches had barely 
cleared the tunnel when Falcon 
lurched. His front wheels, derailed 
crunched over sleepers and Balas: 


He có > 1 
ame to rest with one wheel uncomfortably near the edge. 


Duke had saved Falcon. Now he 
held on grimly with locked wheels 
and taut couplings. 

“Young idiot!” he hissed. “Stop 
it! I can't hold you if you shake.” 

Falcon tried hard to stop 
shuddering, 

Quickly, Duke's Driver and 
Fireman chocked his wheels, and 
strengthened the coupling between 
h.- the two engines. 

ll lhank you!” said Duke. “Now P'Il manage.” 
With Duke secure, the two crews, helped by a Platelayer, propped up 


Falcon's 
E con's front end. They were looking forward to a rest when Duke began 
wheeshing” in an alarming way. 


His Fireman ran to his cab. 


66 ,, a 219 . € , : 
Water!” he cried. “We want water, quickly.” 


['he Platelayer's cottage stood nearby. He explained to his wife, and the 


assengere ds ing 1 | 
passengers borrowed jugs, buckets, kettles, saucepans — anything in fact which 
would hold water. 


lhey formed a chain from the well to the engine, and passed them from 
hand to hand. 
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he Fireman, meanwhile, 
reduced his fire, and anxiously 
watched dhe gauge. 

Itwas hotand ring work, for 
Duke needed many gallons; but at 
last the Fireman shouted cheerfully, 
“We're winning! Don't weaken! 
And they all setto work again with 
a will. 

They cheered again when the 
Breakdown Gang arrived. They 


showed other passengers how to help them lever Falcon back to the rails. 


he Manager was atthe Top Station. He said he was sorry about the 
accident, and thanked the passengers for their help. 

“Not at all” they said. “We admired the way you put things right, and 
enjoved the adventure.” 

“Vhev thanked Duke and his 
crew for preventng a nasta 
accident.” 

"Your Duke.” thev said, “is a 
hero. He stood firm like a bulldog, 
and just ¿couldn't let go.” 

Falcon said. “Thank vou” too. 

“Il don't know why you bothered 
after Vd been so rude.” 

"Oh, well!" replied Duke, “You'd 
just had a new coat of paint. Itwould have been a pity if you'd rolled down 


the mountain and spoiltit. That would never have suited His Grace. 
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You Cant Win! 

DUKE"S “Picnic” was a train for er 

a lt was his special | > 

O Ny people came year after 
year, Just to sec him. 

He alw 

felt poorly. 

[riends,' 


summer visitors 


ays pulled it even if he 
“I mustn't disappoint my 
a he would say. “That would 
never suit His Grace.” 

he MOrNing run gave no 
trouble. He took his passengers up 


the line 
sé de and stopped anywhere they 

Y 1 ec h e a P: E / / 
He and his Driver knew all the best places for picnics. 


“Pe : e 
late E ia e as they waved goodbye. “Please don't be 
One dav Duke a Pe miss the boat, and that would never do.” 
been short hs poa Ains: at the end of his first “Picnic journey He had 
Fireman had > elo e > glad of a rest before starting back. His Driver and 
“Hullo, Gran ep C EAN his tubes, when Stuart bustled in. 
Nai ONO voi 
“Tel Pi phones Routine maintenance.” | 
eos btp a Pe You're getting old. You need to take care. We'll 
er, or one day you'll break down. 


“Humph”” sai , 
; ph,” said Duke. “That'Il be the day! You keep me in order! 
mMpudence!” 


He p 
ulle re, , e . 1 
pulled away, hooshing crossly from his draincocks. 


Duke couldn't stay cross for long. 


It was a lovely evening, All the picnic 
parties were ready. The coaches ran 
well, and they lost no time anywhere. 
“Couldn't be better! Couldn't be 
better!” he chuntered happily. 

They began to climb. The work 
was harder, but Duke didn't mind. 
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| E pen ol steam.” he panted, "We'll be up ná couple ol pulís.” 

e needed more brian har though. His pufls changed to whcezes. “Ts 
not so casy! Is not so casy! My old 
valves w0uld start blowing” now; but 
ll manage. Fll manage!” 

But the leaks became worse, and 
soon he was “Hoooochroooochshing” 
hoarsely with esc apmg sicam. 

Duke's Driver examined him 
carefully at the next station while the 


Guard went to telephone. Anxious 


passengers gathered round. 


' 
y 


“Two engines are coming,” the 
Guard reported, “With luck we'll be 
away in 15 minutes. Yow'll casily 
catch your boat.” 

Falcon buflered up in front. “Poor 
old Granpufl,” he hooshed importanty. 
"Whata shame you've broken down!” 

“Peep, peep, pip, peep! This is de 
the Day!” whisded Stuart cheekily. 

He was coupled on behind. yde A 

“Peep, pip, peep? Are you % Me 
ready?” whisded Falcon, : : 

“Peep, peep, pecp! Yes Lam!” replied Stuart, and away they went. 

Falcon had left his train at the Middle Station. Arrived there, the 
calvacade split up. Falcon went down 
to the port with Duke's “Picnic”, 
while Stuart headed Falcon's train 
with Duke coupled behind. 

Stuart was excited. “Fancy me 
rescuing Granpuff! This is the Day” 
This is the Day! This is the Day!” he 
chortled gleefully. 


— 386 — 


RS Dre rue Lor Eu A A 


“Poor Gran 
order now. Kinc 
but Falcon 


Pull,” he thought. “He's muc h too old. We'll have to keep him Im 
ly but firmly; that's it. We'll allow him to have runs sometimes, Í 
and Pl do the real work. GranpufTll be cross, but we can't help that. 
“Poor old engine! Poor old engine!” he puffed kindly. 

| Duke was by no means crippled, His valves sounded worse than her 

| werc. He could have kept his train, but his Driver said. “No. Our passenger 
will only be worried.” 

Duke agreed. He didnt want to 
spoil their day. He listened to Stuart 
chortling, and smiled. He and his 
Driver had their own joke ready. 

Au first, they used just enough 
steam to keep moving; but the last 
half-mile was uphill. 

“Now!” said his Driver. He 
advanced the regulator, and Duke 
responded with a will. He pulfed and 


qe : rs. People heard the 
roared as though the whole train's weight was on his buflers. People 
noise from far away. T hey ran to see 


what was happening, 

At the Works Station Duke 
uncoupled and went along the loop to 
the water-tank. 

A boy on the platform asked, 
“Why were there two engines on this 
train, Daddy? It's most unusual.” 

“It is,” said his father, “but today 
was different. Stuart broke down, you 
see, and they had to call Duke out to 
help him. Duke had a hard job, too, by the sound of it.” 


> ; ; as ina cloud 
“Well, for crying out loud!” exclaimed Stuart. He vanished in 
of steam. 


. 6 . ” » “It's no f ood, 
Duke wheezed alongside. “Poor old engine!” he chuckled. 8 
Stuart; you cant win!” 
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el 


OMLrom 


Slooping Beauty 


DUKISS story soon spread, The engines told Mr Hugh; Mr Hugh told the 
lhin Controller: he Thin Controller told the Owner; the Owner told His 


Grace; His Grace told the Small 
Controller; the Small Controller told 
the Thin Clergyman, and the Thin 
Clergyman told the Fat one. 

That is why, one morning, the 
two clergymen and the Small 
Controller were looking at maps. 

“Our railway,” said the Small 
Controller, “is laid on the bed of the 
old one, but swings round to end at 
the road south of that village. The 


old line kept straight on. It went north of the village and then to the 
mountains. The maps show the “Works” at the Old Station. If Duke is 


anvwhere, he's there.” 
“Are you writing another book, 


Sir?" 


“Yes,” said the Thin Clergyman, 


“but not about you!” He smiled at 


their downcast faces. “Cheer up!” he 


wenton. “Its about a nice old 
engine who is lost; but, if you're 
good, the artist might put you in the 


pictures.” 
“OQooooh! Thank you, Sir.” 


So the clergyman told them about Duke, and Falcon, and Stuart. “50, 


you see,” he continued, “poor Duke was left alone . . p 


Three Small Engines sighed sympathetically. 
and we want to find him, and mend him, and make him happy 
again. Your Controller wants to help, but he can't if you're naughty. 


Three Small Engines promised to be as good as gold! 


E THE Lost Exc 
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The three men spve | 
4 men spent days and days at the Old Station. 
rey € 


ame up every morning on Berts train. He always whisded “Good 
luck!” as they walked Up the track, | 
but they had nothing in the evening 
except seratches and torn clothes. 
They wouldn't give up, though. 


“Duke's there, somewhere,” they said, 
The Fat Clergyman found him 
in the end. Scrambling over a 
hillock, he trod on something which 
wasn't there, crashed through a hole 
and landed, legs astride. on Duke's 
saddletank. 


“Our Sleeping Beauty himself!” he shouted. 


The Thin Clergyman and the Small Controller peeped through the hole 
above. 


“Excuse me,” enquired Duke. “Are you a Vandal? Driver told me Vandals 
break in and smash things.” 


The Fat Clergyman ruefully felt his bruises. “Bless you, no!” he laughed. 
“Pm quite respectable. 1 dropped in 
because 1 couldn't find your door,” 
and he told Duke about Falcon and 
Stuart. 

“So they did remember,” said 
Duke softly; then, “Does His Grace 
approve?” 

“Yes, he's coming,” 

“To see me? How kind! And Pm 
all dirty! That will never do. Please 
clean me.” 

So they set to work, and by the time the Small Controller had fetched His 
Grace, Duke was the cleanest of anyone in the Shed. 


Early next morning Mike brought workmen and tools. They enlarged the 
Fat Clergeyman's hole, lifted Duke out. and put him on a “lowloader” to take 
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him away bs road. 
“Pd be ashamed,” Duke 


protested, “to travel by road. Its 


¡'s  iés undignified.” 

“I'm sorry, Duke,” said His 
Grace. “but the Small Railway has 
no suitable trucks.” 

Duke gave in then, but so many 
people came out and greeted him 
that he felcbetter. “So they still 
remember me,” he dhrought happily. 
a flat wruck. Everyone checred when Duke was 


Donald was walúne with 
lifted onto it. and still more when he started along the Big Railway on the last 


stage of his journey to his new home. 

Peter Sam and Sir Handel were on “early turn”. They peeped out of the 
Shed. “He's there!” they whispered, “Shsh! Shsh! Shsh!” 

Duke opened his eyes. “You woke me.” he grumbled. “In my young days 
COLINES WETC.. 

¿seen and not heard, 
Granpufl. Remember?” 

“I remember” said Duke, “two 
idle good-for-nothines called Falcon 
and Stuart. 

“Good for you, Granpull! We're 
glad you've come. We can keep you 
morder now. 


“Ke p mi in order! 


Imper tunence! Be of1" 


he pair chufled away, well content. 
“Im udent sí "| 1 Bi . » 7 ¡ A $ 
] allywags,” murmured Duke; but his old eyes twinkled, and 


for the first time in vears he smiled as he dozed in the sun. 
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with illustrauons by 
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DEAR FRIENDS, 
iS Thomas has been pestering me to write about his ir » 
inc. “After all,” he said, “we are the importantes PO 
whole railway.” 
“What can 1 write about?” | asked. Li vial A 
and...” 
*. . . your Ghost,” 1 added. 
“Dont put that silly story in, 
I will, all the same. Thomas has b 
It wil 'e him right! 
will serve him right! THE AUTHOR 


* said Thomas crossly. 


een much too cocky lately. 
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Ghost Train 


AND every vear on the date ol 
the accident it runs again, plunging ñ 
into the gap, shricking like a lost soul. 

“Percy, what ar you talking about? 

“The Ghost Train. Driver saw ul 
last night.” 

“Where?” asked Thomas and 
Toby together. 

“He didn't say, but 1t mus! have 
been on our line. He says ghost tralms 


0. pa 
run as a warning to others. Oooh! 


he went on, “itmakes my wheels wobble to think of it!” Ñ 
“Pooh!” said Thomas. “You're justa silly litde engine, Percy. 'm not scared. 
“Thomas didn't believe in vour 

2host,” said Perev, next morning. 

His Drive laughed. “Xeither do 1. 
lhlowas a 'pretend' ehost on television.” 

Percy was disappointed, but he 
was 100 busy all day with his stone 
trucks to think about ghosts. That 
evenme he came back “light engine” 
from the harbour, He liked running 


at night. He coasted along without 


eflort, the rails humming cheerfull 
under his wheels, and signal lights 
changing to green at his approach. 

He always knew just where he was, even in the dark. “Crowe's Farm 
Crossing,” he chuntered happily. “We shan't be long now.” 

Sam had forgotten that Mr Crowe wanted a load of lime taken 2 
Forty-acre field. When he remembered, itwas nearly dark. He drove in a 
hurry, bumped over the crossing. and sank his cart's front wheels in mud 


at the field gate. 
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Uhe horse tried hard. but 


couldn't move it. The cart's tai] sti] 


louled the railway, 


dam gave ¡1 up. He unharnessed 


the horse, and rode back to the farm 
for help. “There's still time,” he told 


“The next train isn't due for 
an hour.” 


himself. 


But he'd reckoned without Pe 


rey. 
Percy broke the cart to 


smithereens, and lime flew everywhere. 
They found no one at the crossing, so 
went on to the nearest signal box. 

“Hullo!” said the Signalman. 
“What have you done to Percy? He's 
white all over!” 

Percy's Driver explained. “Pl sce 
to it,” said the Signalman, “but you'd 
better clean Percy, or people will 
think he's a ghost!” 


Percy chuckled. “Do let's pretend 
Pm a ghost, and scare Thomas. 
Thatll teach him to say P'm a silly 
little engine!” 

On their way they met Toby, 
who promised to help. 

Thomas was being “oiled up” for 
his evening train, when Toby hurried 
in saying, “Percy's had an accident.” 

“Poor engine!” said Thomas. 
“Botheration! That means Pl be late.” 


“Theyve cleared the line for you 
WOrse 3 


” Toby went on, “but there's something 
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Qui with it, Tobw.” Thomas 
interrupted, *1 can twaitall evenmg 
Vve just secn something.” 
said Toby in a shaky voice. “It looked 
like Percy's ghost. Hi $-sald 11 w-was 
e-coming here t-to w - warn us.” 
“Pooh! Who cares? Don't be 
Imehtened, Toby. Pl take care of you.” 


Percy approached the Shed 


quietly and glided through 1. 
“Pececep! peccececcccech! pip! pip! 
pp! Percccreccccceccccecep!” he shricked. 

As had been arranged, Loby's Driver and Fireman quickly shut the doors. 

“Let me in! Let me in!” said Percy in a spooky voice. 

"No, no!” answered Toby. “Not by the smoke of my chimney, chim chim!” 

“Pl chull and TU pufl, and Pl break your door in!” 

“Oh dear!” exclaimed Thomas. “Tús getting late... Pd no idea... | 
must find Annie and Clarabel ...” 

He hurried out the other way. 

Percy was none the worse for his 
adventure, He was soon cleaned: but 
Thomas never returned. Next 
morning Toby asked him where he'd 
been. 

“Ah well,” said Thomas. “I knew 
you'd be sad about Percy, and — er 
Il didn't like to - er - intrude. | slept 
Im the Goods Shed, and 2074 OP he an 
went on hurriedly, “sorry... cant stop... got to see a coach about a train, 


and he shot of like a jack rabbit. 

Percy rolled up alongside. “Well! Well! Well!” he exclaimed. “What d'you 
know about that?” 

“Anyone would think.” chuckled Toby, “that our Thomas had just seen a 


ghost” 
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Woollyy Bear 


GANGERS had been cutting the line 
The Fat Controller sells the 

hay to hill-farmers who want 

winter feed for their stock. 


-side grass and “cocking 1. 


At this time of year, when 
Percy comes back from the 
harbour, he stops where they 
have been cutting. The men 
load up his empty wagons, and 
he pulls them to Flarquhar. 
Toby then takes them to the 
hills. The farmers collect the 
hay from Toby's top station. 

W 


hen in the wagons, the hay is covered to prevent it blowing about, but 
on the line-side it is stacked in the open air to dry. 


“Whecceccceceesh!” Percy 
gave his ghostly whistle. “Don't 
be frightened, Thomas,” he 
laughed, “it's only me!” 

“Your ugly fizz is enough to 
[righten anyone,” said Thomas 
crossly. “You're like — ” 

“Ugly indeed! Pm - ” 

*— a green caterpillar with 
red stripes,” continued Thomas 
firmly. “You crawl like one too.” 
“I don't.” 


“Who's been late every afternoon this week?” 
“It's the hay.” 


“1 can't help that,” said Thomas. “Time's time, and the Fat Controller 
relies on me to keep it. I can't if you crawl in the hay till all hours.” 


“Green caterpillar indeed!” fumed Percy. “Everyone says 'm handsome — 
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or at least nearly everyone, 
Anyway, my curves are better 
than Thomas's corners.” 

He took his trucks to the 
harbour, and spent the morning 
shunting, “Thomas says P'm 
alwavs late,” he grumbled. “Pm 
never late — or at least only a 
few minutes. What's that to 
Thomas? He can always catch 


up time further on.” 

MU the same, he and his Driver decided to start home carly. Ttwas most 
unfortunate that, just before they did, a crate of treacle was upset over him, 
hey wiped the worst off, but he was still stic ky when he pufled away. 

The wind rose as they pulled along. Soon it was blowing a gale. 

“Look at that!” exclaimed his Driver. a 

The wind caught the piled hay. tossing it up and over the track, The 
gangers tried to clear it. but 
more always came. 

The line climbed here. 

“Lake a run ati Percy.” his 
Driver advised: so. whistling 
warningly, Percy gathered 
speed. But the hay made the 
rails slippery. and his wheels 
wouldn't grip. Time alter time 


he stalled with spinning wheels 


and had to wait tll the line 


abicad was cleared before he could start again. ld 
$ e : Sa aster pDacec 10 
l he Signalman climbed a telegraph pole, the Stauonmaster pa 


platlorm, passengers fussed, and Thomas secthe d imp atiendy. be 
e Fat 
“Ten minutes late! Lwarned him. Passengers"! compl: ún, and the Ki 


Contoller..." | 5 
asse 
he Sienalman shouted. the Stationmaster stood amazed, the pa g 
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exclaimed and laughed as | 
approached, 


“Sorry - I' ” 
Y - Pm - late! Percy 
panted. 


ercy 


y “So I should hope,” scolded 
l'homas; but he spoilt the effe 

as Percy drew alongside “Look 
whats crawled out of the hay!” 
he chortled. e 
o hats wrong?” asked 


le 
Palk ; á 
¿ about hai 2 dee E E : 
worth being late ry caterpillars!” puffed Thomas as he started away. “Tós 


When Percy 


mirror. 


to have seen you!” 
ot h l Iv sá 
got home his Driver showed him what he looked like in a 


“Bust n hey a ughed. rr 
st my buffers!” e | Pi N | 
- €xclaimed ercy. “No wonder they ¿ ll laughed. Pm just 


like ¿ 
a woolly ' 
y bear! Please clean me before Toby comes.” 


| But it was no good. 
Thomas told Toby all about it, 
and instead of talking about 
sensible things like playing 
ghosts, Thomas and Toby made 
jokes about “woolly bear” 
caterpillars and other creatures 
which crawl about in hay. 

They laughed a lot, but 
Percy thought they were really 
being very silly indeed. 
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Maris 


Mavis is a diesel engine 
belonging to the Flarquhar 
Quarry Company. They bought 
her to shunt trucks in their 
sidings. 

She is black, and has six 
wheels. These, like Toby's, are 
hidden by sideplates. 

Mavis is voung, and full of 
her own ideas. She is sure they 
are better than anybody else's, 
Toby's trucks in different places every 


She loves re-arranging things, and put 
day. Dis made Toby cross. 
“Trucks.” he grumbled, “should be where you want them, when you 


wantitbhem.” 

“Fudge!” said Mavis, and flounced away. 

At last Toby lost patience. 
“LI can't waste time playing 
"Hunt the Trucks" with you,” he 
snapped, “Take "em yourself.” 

Mavis was delighted. 
laking trucks made her [eel 
IMportant, 

At Flarquhar she met Daisy. 
“Toby's an old fusspot.” she 
complamed. 

Daisy liked Toby, but was 
elad of a diesel to talk to. “Steam engines. 


* she said. “have their uses, but they 


don't understand...” 


“Toby savs onlv steam engines can manage trucks 
knew nothing about trucks. “Depend 


properly...” 


“What rubbish!” put in Daisy, who 
ó . deal A 5 3 
upon it, my dear, anything steam engines do, we diesels can do better. 
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Loby's line crosses the main 
road behind Hlarquhar Station, 
and, for a short way, follows a 
farm lane. The rails here are 
buried in earth and ashes 
almost to their tops. In wet 
weather, animals, carts. and 
tractors make the lane muddy 
and slippery. Frost makes the 
mud rock-hard. It swells it too. 
preventing engine wheels from 
gripping the rails properly. 

Loby found this place troublesome; so, when frost came, hc warned Mavis 
and told her just what to do. 


“Lcan manage, thank you,” she said cheekily. “Pm not an old fusspot like 
you. ) 


he trucks were tired of being pushed around by Mavis. “Its slippery,” 
they whispered. “Let's push her 
around instead.” 

“On! On! On!” they yelled, 
as Mavis reached the “Stop” 
board: but Mavis had heard 
about Percy, and took no 
chances. She brought then 
carefully down to the lane, and 
stopped at the Level Crossing, 
There, her Second Man halted 
the traffic while the Guard 
unpinned the wagon brakes. 

“One in the headlamp for fusspot Toby!” she chortled. She looked 
forward to having a good giggle about it with Daisy. 

But she never got her giggle. She was so sure she was right, that she'd 
stopped in the wrong place. 

In trosty weather Toby stops before reaching the lane, and while some of 
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his trucks are still on the slope, 
This ensures that they can' 
hold him back, and their weight 
helps him forward ull his wheels 
can grip again. 

But Mavis had given the 
trucks the chance they wanted. 
“Hold back! Hold back!” they 
giggled. 

“Grrrrrrr Up!” ordered 
Mavis. The trucks just laughed, 


and her wheels spun helplessly. She tried backing, but the same thing 
happened. 

Fhey sanded the rails. and tried to dig away the frozen mud, but only 
broke the spade. 

Cars and lorries tooted impatiently. 

“Grrrrr agh!” wailed Mavis in helpless fury. 

“I warned her,” fumed Toby. “1 told her just where to stop. “I can 
manage,' she said, and called me an old fusspot.” 

“She's young vet,” soothed 
his Driver, “and... 

“She can manage her trucks 
herself.” 

“They're your trucks really.” 
his Driver pointed out. “Mavis 
isnt supposed to come down 
here. 1 the Far Controller..." 

“You wouldn't tell, would 


vou?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Well hen... 5 


“But” his Driver went on, “if we don't help clear the 


line, hell soon 


know all about it. and so shall we!” 
“Hm! Yes!” said Tobr thoughtully. 
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An angry farmer was telling 
Mavis just what she could do 
with her train! 

Toby bulfered up. “Having 
trouble, Mavis? 1 am surprised!” 

“Grrrrrroosh!” said Mavis. 

With much pufing and 
wheel-slip, Toby pushed the 
trucks back. Mavis hardly 
helped at all. 

The hard work made A 
Toby's fire burn hercely. He then reversed, stopping at A SE 
Pireman spread hot cinders to melt the frozen mud. leon ys 
he reached the crossing. “You'll manage now, | expect. dise 

Mavis didn't answer. She took the trucks to the sheds, and scutt 
as quickly as she could. 
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Toby 's Tightrope 


mt Manager spoke to Mavis severely. “You are a very naughty engine. You 
have no business to go jauntering down Tobv's line instead of doing your 
work up here.” + 

“Js dar Toby,” protested Mavis, “He's a fusspot. He...” 

“Toby has forgotten more 
about trucks than you will ever 
know. You will put the trucks 
where he wants them and 
nowhere else.” 

Dlls” 

“There are no *buts',” said 
the Manager sternly. “You will 
do as you are told — or else...” 

Mavis stayed good for 


several days! 


Mavis soon got tired of being good. 

“Why shouldn't 1 go on Toby's line?” she grumbled. She started making 
plans. 

At the Top Station, the 
siding arrangements were 
awkward. “To put trucks where 
Toby wanted hem Mavis had 
to go backwards and forwards 
taking a few ata time. 

“11% she suggested to her 
Driver, “we used the teeniest bit 


of Tobv's line, we could save all 


this bother.” 
Her Driver, unsuspicious, spoke to the Manager, who allowed them to go 


as far as the first Level Crossing, 
Mavis chuckled; but she kept it to herself! 
Frost hindered work in the Quarry, but a haw made them busy again. 
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More trucks than ever were 
needed. Some trains were so 
long that Mavis had to go 
beyond the Level Crossing, 
This gave her ideas, and 
a chance to go further down 
the line without it secming 
| her fault. 
“Can you keep a secret?” 
she asked the trucks. 
“Yes! yes! yes!” they 
chattered. 
“Will you bump me at the Level Crossing, and tell no one | asked you?” 
he trucks were delighted, and promised. 
It was unfortunate that Toby should have arrived while Mavis was 
elsewhere, and decided to shunt them himself. 


Ann 


They reached the Level 
Crossing, and Toby's brakes 
came on. This was the signal for 
the trucks. 

“On! On! On!” they yelled, 
giving him a fearful bump. His 
Driver and Fireman, taken 
unawares, were knocked over in 
the cab, and before they could 
pick themselves up, Toby was 
away, with the trucks screaming 


| 


and yelling behind him. 
What none of them realised was that with the warmer weather melted 
snow from the mountains had turned a quiet stream into a raging torrent, and 


that the supports of the bridge they were approaching had already been 
undermined. 


Toby and his crew saw it together. The bridge vanished before their eyes, 
leaving rails like tightropes stretched across the gap. 
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Pecp Pecp Pececcp!” whisted Toby. 
His Driver, still dazed, fought for control. Shut regulator — reverser hard 
over — full steam against the 
trucks. 

“Hold them, boy, hold 
them. T's up to you.” 

Nearer and nearer they 
came. Toby whistled 
despairingly. 

Though their speed was 
reduced, braking was still risky, 
but it was all or nothing now. 
The Driver braked hard. Toby 
went into a squealing slide, groaned fearfully, and stopped, still on the rails, 
but with his wheels treading the tightrope over the abyss. 

Mavis was horrified. She brought some men who anchored Toby with 


ropes while she pulled the trucks away. Then she ran to the rescue. 


“Hold on, Toby!” she 
tooted. “I'm coming,” 

Ropes were fastened 
between the two engines. Toby 
still had steam and was able to 
help, so he was soon sale on 
firm track, and saying “Thank 
you” 10) Mavis. 

“I'm sorry about the 
trucks.” said Mavis, “I can't 


think how you managed to stop 


them in time.” 
“Oh. well!” said Toby. “My Driver's told me about circus people who 


walk tightropes, but 1 just didn't fancy doing it myself!” 
The Far Controller thanked the Manager and his men for rescuing “Toby 


from his “ughtrope”. 
“A very smar pre e of work.” he said. “Mavis did well too, l hear.” 
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Mavis looked ashamed. “H 
was my fault about those trucks, 
Sir,” she faltered. “1 didn't know 
. « « Butif I could...” 

“Could what?” smiled the 
Fat Controller, 

“Come down the line 
sometimes, Sir, Toby says he'l 
show me how to go on.” 

“Certainly, if your Manager 
agrees.” SS ar 

; And so it was arranged. Mavis is now a welcome hdd a e 
Shed. She is still young and still makes mistakes; but she 15 n 
ask Toby, and Toby always helps her to put things right. 
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Aftorword 
y E BY BRIAN SIBLEY 
he Thomas (he Tank Engine Man: 


The Reverend W. Awdry 


THE man who was to create 
Thomas the Tank Engine and the 
other characters in the famous 
Railway Series was born on 

15 June 1911, the son of the 
Reverend Vere Awdry, vicar of 
Ampfield, near Romsey in 
Hampshire. He was christened 
Wilbert Vere Awdry (his first 
name combining those of his 

( father's favourite brothers, 

Villoro Aloy al ii Juana De Din ER Warm and Herbert) and 
inherited a passion for steam engines which had led his father to build a 
model railway layout in the vicarage garden. Wilbert's father used to take him 
on walks around the parish during which they often met and talked with local 
railwavmen; and, long before he could read, Wilbert would sit poring over the 
pictures in his father's bound copies of The Railway Magazine. 

A brother, George, was born when Wilbert was five and, soon afterwards, 


he Awdry family moved to Box in Wiltshire, near the Great Western 
Railway's main line from Paddington to Bristol. It was here that the seeds of 


the Railway Series were sown. 


Lyine in bed as a child | would hear a heavy goods train coming in and stopping al 
Box station, then the three whistles, crowing for a banker, a tank-engine, which 
would come out of his little shed to help the goods train up the gradienl. There was 
no doubt in my mind that steam engines all had definite personalities. I would hear 
them snorting up the grade and little imagination was needed to hear in the pujfmgs 
and pantings 0] the two engines the conversation they were having u ith one another: 


J can't do it! E can't do 1! E can't do 1" Tes, you can! les, you can! Yes, you can? 


06 


oie! 


Wilbert was educated at Dauntsey School in West Í avingion, Wiltshire, 
before going to St Peter's Hall, Oxford, where he gained his se and MA. 
Deciding to go into the ministry of the Church of England, Wilbert studied y 
theology at Wyclifle Hall and, before being ordained, worked as a teacher at St 
George's School in Jerusalem. It was there that he met and became engaged to 
Margaret Emily Wale, a teacher at the English High School in Haifa. 

Returning to England, Wilbert was ordained deacon at Winchester | 
Cathedral in December 1936 and became a curate at Odiham in de seri 
Marrying Margaret when she returned from the Holy Land in 1938, Y paa 
moved to West Lavington in Wiltshire, as curate to the clergyman who had 
once been his school chaplain. Problems arose in 1939, when - as war in | 
Europe became an inevitability - Wilbert declared himself a pacifist. He was 
asked to leave the parish and was on the point of giving up his work as a 
priest when the pacifist Bishop of Birmingham appointed him to a curacy at 
the parish of King's Norton. 

1 was in o in 1940, that Wilbert and Margaret's first child, 
Christopher, was born, followed by two daughters, Veronica in 1943 and Hilary in 
1946. When Christopher was two years old he was confined to bed with measles, 
Wilbert entertained his son with a story about a little old engine who was sad. 


“Why is he sad, Daddy?” 

Because he's old and hasn't been out for a long time.? 
What's his name, Daddy?” 

Edward! 


It was the first name that came into Wilbert's head. By question aa 
answer, he invented the Cinderella-type story of “Edward's Day Out : how the 
little engine was eventually given the chance to take out a train of his own. 

The story was told over and over again and was eventually written down 
and illustrated with simple line drawings. The adventures of Edward — along 
with two other engines, Gordon and Henry — might easily have been forgotten 
had not Margaret Awdry encouraged her husband to offer them to a publisher. 

In 1945, after being turned down by several publishers, the book was 
accepted by Edmund Ward and published as The Three Rarlway Engines. 
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The most famous of all Wilbert 


"4 Awdry's engine characters 
appeared the following year in 
Thomas the Tank Engwe. 

In 1946, Wilbert was given 
his first parish at Elsworth and 
Knapwell, near Cambridge, 
where he stayed for seven years 
before moving to Emneth, near 
Wisbech. During these years, 
E IRRO la piápataicata dl az cien A ilbert continued writing books 

for children and from James the 
Red Engine m 19 18, published a new Railway Series tide each year until his last 
hor , Jramuva) Engines, in 1972. The stories featured the already established 
engines, 1 homas, Edward, Gordon and Henry, as well as introducing new 
characters in such volumes as Toby the Tram Engine, Percy the Small Engine and 
Du Á and the Diesel Engine which featured the type of disagrecable non-steam 
engine that were increasingly taking over from traditional locomotives to the 
disgust of Wilbert Awdry and many other steam enthusiasts. 

With his brother, George, Wilbert invented a fictional setting for his stories 
situated between the British mainland and the Isle of Man and called the 
Island of Sodor. The Awdry brothers made maps and wrote a long, detailed 
history of the island, its people and railway engines which helped shape many 
of the events described in the later volumes of the series. 

Wilbert also pursued other railway interests: building ambitious model 
railway layouts in each of his vicarages, taking railway excursions at home 
and abroad with his brother or his friend the Reverend “Teddy' Boston, and 
becoming involved with the work of various railway preservation societies, 
such as the Talyllyn Railway in Wales, which was to inspire the Skarloey 
Railway on the Island of Sodor, featured in such books as four Little Engines 
and The Little Old Engine. 

Another preserved railway was to honour the author of the Railway 
Series when, in 1987, the Dean Forest Railway named one of its engines 
“Wilbert. By this time, however, Wilbert Awdry had long ceased to be a full- 
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time clergyman. In 1965, he had retired, or as he puts 1, gone into private 
practice”, and moved with his wife to Stroud in Gloucestershire. Sadly, | 
Margaret Awdry died in 1989, the year after she and Wilbert celebrated their 
Golden Wedding Anniversary. A 

In addition to the Railway Series, Wilbert Awdry wrote two children $ 
novels about the adventures of a little red threc-wheeled car, Belinda lhe Bel 
and Belinda Beats the Band, and co-edited and contributed to several adult 
books about raillways. ] 

In 1983, eleven years after Wilbert Awdry wrote his last Railway Series 
title, his son, Christopher, published Really Useful Engines, he first of, to date, 
fourteen books about the engines of Sodor. The book, like ¡ts successors, was 
illustrated by Clive Spong who — like Reginald Dalby and John Kenney before 
him — studied at Leicester College of Art. The following year, 1984, saw the 
premiere of Britt Allcrof's popular TV series, Thomas lhe Tank Engine and 
Fnends, narrated by Ringo Starr. 

The fiftieth atiendo of the first publication of The Three Railway 
Engines was celebrated in 1995 with an exhibition at the National Railway 
Museum in York. An InterCity 225, running on the East ia line between 
London and Glasgow, was named the Reverend W. Awdry and the same day 
saw the publication of a biography, The Thomas the Tank Engine Man. In 
recognition of his services to children's literarture, W ilbert Awdry was 
awarded an O.B.E. in the 1996 New Years Honours List. | 

In his later years, Mr Awdry suffered from osteoporosis, but despite ' 
becoming increasingly bed-ridden, he managed, nevertheless, to dd to h a 
voluminous correspondence he received from Thomas fans all over the world. 


After a prolonged illness, Wilbert Awdry died peacefully, aged 85, on 21 
March 1997, at his home in Stroud. 
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The Man Who Sot The Síyle: 
€. Reginald Dalby 


PUBLISHED in 1948, James the Red Engine, was the 
first of nine volumes of the Railway Series to be 
lllustrated by C. Reginald Dalby, who also 
re-llustrated The Three Railway Engines and made 
a few improvements to the pictures in Thomas the 
Tank Engine. 

Although Dalby's illustraions didn't entirely 
satisfy the author, and errors in detail caused all 
kinds of problems, his pictures — with their bold 
lines, lively energy and bright, gem-like colours - 
quickly caught the imagination of young readers, 
and he undoubtedly set the style for the series. 

Born in Leicester in 1904, C. Reginald Dalby (the *C.' was for Clarence, 
a name he disliked and never used) won a scholarship in 1917 to Leicester 
College of Art, after which he worked for five years as a commercial designer 
lor the firm of Victor Ward, producing a variety of packaging designs — the 
first of which was a label for a beer bottle! He also had the distinction of 
painting the very first Glacier Mints Polar Bear on the side of a delivery van 
for Fox's, a company then based in Leicester. 

With the outbreak of the Second World War, Reginald Dalby joined the 
Royal Air Force and served as an Intelligence Officer with the litile-known 
MI9, where he was responsible for devising methods of *Escape and Evasion' 


(. Reginald Dalby, set the style for the seres 


to be used by air-crews who baled-out behind enemy lines. 

At the end of the war, Dalby was oflered an intelligence post with Earl 
Mountbatten in India, which he turned down because he wanted to get back 
to the drawing-board. But with few or no openings in commercial art, he 
eventually had to accept a job with the Blood Transfusion Service in Shefheld. 
However, within six months he was back in Leicester, once more looking for 
work as a freelance arust. 

The publisher Edmund Ward knew Dalby's work, and when an illustrator 
was needed for the third book in the Railway Series, he was a natural choice. 
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The two men met in Leice "ster's Royal Hotel where Ward showed Dalby the 


author's "matchstick sketches" and asked him to turn them into finished 
illustrations. 


The collaboration between 
author and illustrator was not 
an easy one and Reginald Dalby 
once described the creator of 
the Railway Series as “a 


D. 4 


— 


pedantic, remote man with 
whom co-operation was 
difhicul'. It is true Dalby did not 
share the author's passion for qa : 
railway engines: “To Dalby,' A NS 


Wilbert Awdry once remarked, “one engine was very like another. Living in 
Leicester, he could have gone to Leicester Midland or Central any day and 
seen real engines, but he preferred to sit in his studio and draw what he 
thought was a good picture.” 

Dalby certainly drew some good pictures, although his complacency about 
railway engineering resulted in a deluge of letters from puzzled readers. Problems 
came to a head in 1956 with Percy the Small Engine. Although the book contained 
some of Dalby's finest illustrations, Wilbert Awdry objected to the way in which 
the artist drew Percy who looked, as he put it, “like a green caterpillar with red 
stripes!” In response, the artist decided to end his association with the series. 

The railway illustrations were only a small part of Dalby's work, 
occupying him for around six weeks each year. He continued with his 
commercial work as well doing his own drawings and paintings and, in 1955, 
wrote and illustrated a children's book of his own. Inspired by the ferrics that 
worked at Poole Harbour in Dorset, it featured a character called Tubby the 
Tugboat and was called Tales of Flittenvick Harbour. 

A great traveller with an inquiring mind and a love of people and places, 
Reginald Dalby drove to the Costa Blanca on a six-week trip that turned into 
a three year sojourn! He later discovered and fell in love with Greece, making 
many drawings and painting of that country as well as of France and Spain, 

Reginald Dalby died at the age of 79, after a short illness, in 1983, 
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A Lighinoss of Touch: 
John T. Kennoy 


EDMUND Ward's book catalogue for 1957 
announced the future publication of a new 
title in the Railway Series, The Fat Controller's 
Engines, When it eventually appeared, the ile 
had been changed to The Eight Famous Engines, 
and instead of Reginald Dalby's familiar 
illustrations, the pictures were by John T. 
Kenney. 

The choice of John Kenney as successor 


to Dalby was a happy one: another 


John henney at iork on an equine portrart 


Leicestershire man, he brought a freshness and 
a new liveliness to the twelfth tide in the series with pictures that combine a 
lightness of touch with a more realistic look. 

"We got on splendidly.' Wilbert Awdry has recalled. “John Kenney was as 
diflerent from Dalby as chalk from cheese. He was interested in the work and 
used to go down to his station and draw railway engines from life.” The engines 
which Kenney drew are longer, larger and less like the “toy trains' of Dalby's 
pictures, As for his human characters, they are real people: pushing barrows, 
leaning on shovels, running along station platforms; and the scenery recalls 
those airy, luminous country scenes that featured on 1950s railway posters. 

John 1. Kenney — his full name was John Theodore Eardley Kenney - 
was born in 1911. Like his predecessor, he trained at Leicester College of Art 
before working for J. E. Slater, a local firm of commercial artists. 

During the Second World War, John Kenney served with the 121st Light 
AA Regiment. Although not employed as a war artist, he made dozens of 
on-the-spot drawings recording the D-Day landings of 1944 and the 
triumphant sweep across Europe which followed. When the war ended, . 
Kenney returned to Leicester and his former employers, J. E. Slater, where he 
met his future wife, Peggy. e 

In addition to being a commercial artist, Kenney began establishing 
himself as an illustrator of books, including two children's stories of' his own 


A 


The Grey Pony in 1954 and, the following year, The Shetland Pony - which were 
published by Edmund Ward. When, in 1957, ill-health drove Kenney to 
relinquish his work in commercial art and become a freelance arust, - io 
Ward who commissioned him to ¡llustrate the series of adventure stories about 


: : os cciting titles as 
“Hunter Hawk, Skyway Detective” (which included suc h exciung 
Smugelers of the Skies, Commandos 


of the Clouds and Outlaws of the 
Air) as well as the twelfth tie in 
the Railway Series, The Eight 
Famous Engines. 

Apart from the illustrations 
to the Awdry stories, the art of 
John Kenney — if not his name 
- has been known to millions of 
children through his work for .. dded personality lo Uhe people as well as the engines 
another Leicestershire publisher, 44m Mp 


Ladybird books. Kenney undertook a vast amount of dani a a co 
authentic historical detail which he incorporated in some . mos flags) 
including The Story of Nelson (with which he had e Quen Elicabalh 
Willtam the Conqueror, Charles Dickens, Florence Mghtingale, | E Ple 
and King Alfred the Great. Since each book contained twenty-Ío pas 
colour illustrations, the work was very demanding, ilway Series, he made 
Although Kenney only illustrated six tiles in the Ra pin bis pt 
a significant contribution by creating naturalistic - less story- -. y os de 
and giving personality to the human characters 1n the stories. sé .4 Pe 
first artist to draw a number of new engine characters, a 
Douglas (the Scottish Twins), Daisy, Diesel and Duncan. ariel ia 
The Railway Series demanded precise ati Na 
Kenney began having problems with his eyesight, he map es ¿A , 
work, illustrating his last title, Gallant Old Engine, in 1962. ae 
continued drawing and painting — especially horses, AA 
Jassion. . hs 
| In 1972 an exhibition of his paintings was on show in Chicago when John 
Kenney died, aged 61 years. 
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, A New Look: 
Peter and Gunvor Edwards 


WHEN John Kenney decided to give up 
Nustrating the Railway Series, the books” 
editor, Eric Marriott, approached Swedish- 
born illustrator, Gunvor Edwards to sec 
whether she would try her hand at some 
illustrations for the latest ile, Stepney the 
“Bluebell” Engine. Gunvor accepted the 
commission and decided to start well into the 
book with a difficult picture showing the big 
diesel standing alongside four of the engines 


The impressionists — A a 
bx 300 ¿e end Camsor Ebieerdi. ¡ny chip shed. 
he painting had to be quite small, about ten by six inches, and Gunvor 
Sn realised that duplicating the sort of pictures used for the series was not 
Song to be easy. Unhappy with the project, Gunvor turned for help to her 
British artist husband, Peter Edwards, who was, as he puts it, “trying to be a 
“serious” artist, Although no more able to imitate the style of the earlier 
books than his wife, Peter Edwards managed to produce a set of illustrations 


that satisfied the author and publisher. 
Although Edwards” style was more impressionistic than his predecessors, 


Wilbert liked his work because he drew from life and “obviously had an 
afection for the characters”. Published in 1963, Stepney the “Bluebell”” Engine 


carried the joint credit: “with illustrations by Gunvor $: Peter Edwards”, but it 


was almost entirely Peter's work. 
Peter Edwards was born in London in 1934 and, during the Second 


World War. was evacuated to Devon and North Wales. He was educated at 


Quintin School and, in 1950, began studying illustration at Regent Street 
Polytechnic. It was there that he met and fell in love with the Swedish artist 
Gunvor Ovden. who had come to Britain after a year of working on set 


designs for the Royal Opera in Stockholm. 
At the end of their studies, Gunvor returned to Sweden and Peter entered 


National Service. In 1956, Peter joined Gunvor in her homeland where, the 
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following year, they were married and received their first RA 
illustrators, Returning to London in 1958. they began prolific carcers a 
and design. One of Peter's earliest books was Wilkie Collins iS 
one of Gunvor's was Mary Hayley Bell's Whistle Down the Vind. 

Gunvor went on to illustrate Barbara Sleigh's Ninety-Nine Ep Pr 
Soltly's Magic People and More Magic People, Margaret Stuart Barrie 5 Maggie 
Gumption' books and David Thompson's *Danny Fox' stories, as well as her 
own books Cat Samson and Grandmother' Donkey. 

Of the Railway Series titles 
Ulustrated by Peter Edwards, 
several featured interesting new 
landscapes such as the wind- 
Swept peaks in Mountain Railways 
drawn from sketches made on 
Snowdon Mountain Railway. 
Such pictures came as a 
welcome change after those 
endless lines running through 


fields of cows or beside the sea. — Sneatraánary new landicapes (Mountain Engines 195) 
vs or be ; 
, ; '/engl ters, 
He also illustrated the first appearance of several new engine eri 
among them Oliver, Duke and the Small Railway Engines, as en 
portraying the author as the Thin Clergyman who, with the Fat Clergyman 


(inspired by Wilbert Awdry's friend the Reverend “Teddy” Boston), makes an 
appearance in some of the stories. 


Like Reginald Dalby, Edwards illustrated nine titles in the series, 
concluding in 1972 with Tramuway Engines, the twenty-sixth and last book to be 
written by the Reverend W. Awdry. 

Peter Edwards has illustrated a diversity of other children's books, 
including The Great Escape by Monica Dickens, The Dining Room Battle by | 
Compton Mackenzie and John Wyndham's The Chrysalids and The Trouble with 
Lichen, He has also worked as a painter of murals, portraits and landscapes 
and as a set-designer for such projects as the Astrid Lindgren Museum in 
Stockholm (where he designed the train ride) and the London Dungeon. 
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Wilbert Awdry and his wife 
grandmother in 


Margaret 


As a child visiung his 


London, Christopher was taken to the 


theatre, where he developed a passion for 


drama. He was also entertained by his 


father's Railway Series books, and from the 


age of 15 he harboured ambitions ol 


becoming a wriler 

On leaving Worksop College at the age 
of 18. Christopher made his career at the 
e came up with an 


Inland Revenue. Whe 
idea for a Thomas story, an ideal audience 
was on hand to test 11 out Two-year-old 
Richard gave a promising review 
Christopher recalls that his son “guste 
enjoved it”, but wanted pictures! The 
omission was soon rectificd, with the 
publication of Really Useful Engines later 
that year. 

As well as his stories, Christopher 
Awdry has published numerous articles on 
the subject of railways, and compiled the 
Encvclopaedia of British Railway Compames 

London, Guild Publishing, 1990). He is a 
keen steam enthusiast, who now lives with 


his wife Helen and family in Dorset 


Clive Spong has illustrated all 15 of 
Christopher Awdry's Railway Series books 
After graduating from Leicester College of 
Artin 1969, he worked for various 
advertising agencies, including a spell at 
the Yellow Pages, before going freelance in 
the early 1980s 

Clive is an enthusiastic artist, who 
draws as a hobby as well as to make a 
living. He is married to Suzie, and 
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DEAR FRIENDS, 
Back in May 1945, when the first of my father's books, T) 


Railway Engines, was published, it certainly wouldn't have occ: 
my not-quite- -five-year-old mind that ] would be writing a forewo 
a collection of my own stories 60-plus years later. 

Even a mere six years later, when, at Great Yarmouth on 31 Aug 
1951, my father and 1 encountered the ex-Great Eastern Railway €: 
engine which became the prototype for Toby, I was no wiser. What chat 
August evening may have done was to give me the beginnings of the id 
of how and why stories are conceived and written, and perhaps it w 
chen that the first seeds of this book were sown. But it was another 
years before I announced to a schoolfriend that 1 wanted to write fora 
living, and still longer before my initial efforts turned into anything thar || 
could be published. 

In 1982, busy with the research for a magazine article, 1 visited one 
Britain's many heritage railways. During a conversation with an engine 
driver, he made the connection between my surname and Thomas. 

“Why don't you carry on writing the stories?” he queried, 

“One of the reasons why father gave up,” 1 replied, “Is chat he felt LN a 
was running out of ideas. Well, he's forgotten more about railways chan I- V lí 
know, so what chance does that give me?” 


“No problem,” he said. “I can give you an idea — 
last week.” 

So he did, and 1 went away and thought about it. Eventually 1 accitcaÑ 
to see what ] could do. I'd never written a Thomas story and chought ie 
might be interesting to try. Besides, my son Richard had, over the last 
few months, heard all of my father's stories at bedtime three or four tim: 
over, and 1 felt like a change even if he didn't! 


it happened here only y 


Thus Triple-Header was born. It worked fairly well, so over the next 
couple of months I put together another three stories, all based on ideas 
taken from my railway reading. Then, having concluded my writing 
exercise reasonably satisfactorily, I put the whole lot to one side. 

The following March, my parents came to stay, and, during a lull while 
we awaited their taxi home, 1 produced the stories as a talking point. 
“Do Kaye € Ward (as my father's publishers were then known) know 


about these?” my father asked. 


“Good heavens no, why should they?” was my reply. 
He suggested that 1 send them to his editor, who duly presented them 


at their next production meeting, where they seem to have been greeted 


with what the popular press now calls acclaim. What they all knew, and 
I did not, was that Britt Allcroft's firse TV series was due to air in October 
1984 — for Kaye £ Ward to have a brand new addition to the Series before 
then was most timely. 


Whatever, it was certainly a breakthrough so far as 1 was concerned. 
Over the following years until 1995 there were 14 new titles, bringing 


the Railway Series to a total of 40. With the 2007 publication of Thomas 
and Victoria, it has reached 41. 


I am delighted to welcome this collection of my stories. It is similar 
in style to the volume produced in recent years of my father's stories, but 
has one notable difference: his used work by four different illustrators 
whereas this uses only one, Clive Spong, whose work is, 1 think, superb 
and who has already “done' more Railway Series books than anyone else. 
Any children's writer knows how important illustration is, and 1 


commend his work. 


Compiling the tales themselves over the years has taken me to many 
places and been a thoroughly enjoyable exercise. 1 hope that the reading 
of them will be just as much fun. 


"THE AUTHOR 
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Meet the Engines 


any of the characters in Christopher Au dry's stories appeared in the furst 26 books of 
the Railway Series, which were written by the Reverend W. Awdry and published in 
one volume as Thomas the Tank Engine: The Complete Collection. Here's a recap of 


some of the famous faces who you will meet again in these pages. 
Steam Engines and Rolling Stock 
Thomas 


Tank engine Thomas is a cheeky fellow, with a strong sense of his own importance 


to the Far Controller's Railway. But his heart is in the right place, and he likes to 


work hard — when he isn't being cheeky, or sulking about the lack of respect he 
gets from some of the bigger engines. 
He used to work at Vicarstown, fetching coaches for the big engines, but after he rescued 


James in Thomas and the Breakdown Train he was given his own branch line. 


Annie and Clarabel 
Thomas's coaches are his most loyal friends, but they aren't afraid to give him a 


talking-to when he gets too big for his buffers! 


Annie always travels immediately behind Thomas, while Clarabel, who can 


carry luggage and a guard, goes at the back of the train. 


Gordon 
Gordon is a big, powerful engine — and doesn't he know it! He likes to boast, and 


he can be patronising to smaller engines. His arrogance sometimes gets him 


teased, but fortunately he usually recovers from his fits of pique, given time. 


He really is the fastest engine on Sodor, and works hard at his main job of pulling the Express. 


Percy 
Percy is the youngest and smallest of the major characters in the Railway Series. 


According to Thomas, Percy is “a green caterpillar with red stripes”, but he's also 


a very Useful little engine who works hard pulling goods trucks on Thomas's 


branch line. Thomas knows this and, really, they are che best of friends. 
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James 
James is probably the most self-satisfied of all the engines. He sees his sparkling 
red coat and brass dome as a sign of how special he is. 

However, James is definitely fallible, and on one occasion had to be fixed with 
a bootlace when he rattled his coaches about so bad-temperedly that a brake pipe burst. The 


others remind him of incidents like this when they want to keep him in line. 


Henry 

Henry is one of the largest engines on Sodor, but not quite as powerful as 
Gordon. In the past, he was often ill, until he was rebuilt and given a new and 
larger firebox. 

Henry's special responsibility is the Flying Kipper, an overnight express which takes fish from 


Tidmoucth to the Mainland. He also sometimes pulls the Express when Gordon is not available. 


Edward 

Not only is Edward the oldest engine on the Fat Controller's Railway, he actually 
helped build it. So these days he's getting a bit old and clanky, but he still 
manages to run his own branch line, with the help of BoCo the diesel. 
Sometimes the more vigorous engines are rude to Edward, but his kindness and patience 


bring everyone around in the end. 


Toby 

Toby is a tram engine, with distinctive cowcatchers and sideplates that make him 
seem to glide along the rails (of course he does have wheels, underneath!) He is 
often seen with his coach, Henrietta. Toby works on Thomas's branch line, where 


his experience and calmness make him a valuable source of advice. 


Donald and Douglas 
These Scottish twins were due to be scrapped when the Fat Controller 
ordered a new engine for his Railway. The twins' crews couldn't bear 
to save only one engine, so they both came to Sodor, where they 
proved themselves to be Really Useful Engines. 

The Twins used to enjoy impersonating each other, to the great confusion of other engines 
and railway people, but the Far Controller put a stop to that by having nameplates attached to 


their boilers! 
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Duck 


Narrow Gauge Engines 
Duck is a Great Western Engine who came to Sodor to take Percy's place pulling 


goods trucks at Tidmouth station. He has fond memories of hís time on the Other 


Skarloey, Rheneas, Sir Handel, 
Peter Sam, Rusty and Duncan 


These six little engines work on the Skarloey Railway, which 


Railway, and considers that there are two ways of doing things, “the Great Western 


Way or the wrong way”. 


serves the slate works in central Sodor. Skarloey and Rheneas 


Bill and Ben 


are the elders of the group, having joined the railway in 
Sodor's other twin engines are just as naughty as the first pair, and 


1865. Later, Peter Sam and Sir Handel were brought across 
from the mid-Sodor Railway. They were followed by Rusty 
the Diesel and the bad-tempered Duncan. 


even cheekier, being smaller and younger than Donald and Douglas. 


As they are identical, they particularly enjoy making other engines 


chink that there is only one of them, who is able to be in two places at once. 
Bill and Ben shunt trucks for the Sodor China Clay Company, under the watchful gaze of 


Edward and BoCo. 


Diesels 


Daisy 
Daisy came to Sodor while Thomas was being repaired. At first she refused to 


settle down to work, claiming she was too “highly sprung” for heavy jobs. But 


since then she has begun to work hard on Thomas's branch line. 


Mavis 
Mavis is a diesel who shunts trucks at the Ffarquhar stone quarry. Her sideplates 
and cowcatcher make her look a little bit like Toby, who is her biggest friend 


among the engines. When he is busy, she sometimes helps him. 


BoCo 


BoCo had a difficult introduction to the Fat Controller's Railway when Bill and 


Ben pulled their twins trick on him and called him a “diseasel”. Fortunately 
BoCo's easygoing nature allowed him to make light of their teasing, and he 


seteled down to become known as one of the kindest engines on Sodor. 


10 


Off the Tracks 
The Fat Controller 


The Fat Controller (Sir 


Topham Hatt, to you and 


me!) is in charge of the 
main railway on Sodor. He takes a close 
interest in the welfare of his engines, 
and guides their moral development as 
a parent would. Praise from the Fat 
Controller is the ultimate achievement 


for any hardworking engine. 


Harold 


Harold is Sodor's only 


ys known helicopter. He 
speaks in a clipped sort of 


way, and uses words like “wizard”. 


Terence is a tractor who 
is very proud of his 
caterpillar tracks which, 


he says, mean he can go anywhere. 


Trevor 

Trevor is a kindly old 
traction engine who lives 
in the Wellsworth 
vicarage orchard and enjoys giving 


rides to children. 


HE RAILWAY SERIES NO, 27 


Really Useful Engines 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with illustrations by 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

l am happy to say that Thomas and his friends are still 
at work, trying as hard as ever to prove themselves to be 
Really Useful Engines. Sadly my father is no longer able to 
be involved with the Region's affairs, but it is with 
grateful thanks char 1 would like to dedicate this book to 
him, the person who began it all. 

THE AUTHOR 
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Stop Thief! 


. "Thomas stood at Ffarquhar, 
| the top station of his branch 
line. He had brought round 
Annie and Clarabel after the 
morning journey and was 
enjoying a short rest before 


the run back down the valley. 


His Driver and Fireman 
stood beside his cab talking to the Guard who had brought startling news. 

“Did you know that the Stationmaster was burgled last night?” the 
Guard was asking. 

Thomas's Driver shook his head. 

“You don't say!” he exclaimed. “1 didn't know he had anything that would 
be worth stealing.” 

“He's won cups for gardening,” explained the Fireman. “All taken, and 
then the scoundrels had the 
cheek to pinch his car to carry 
them away in!” 

“Not that new one he's so 
proud of?” said the Driver, 

The Guard nodded, and at 
that moment the signal rose 
to show that the line was clear. 
The Driver and Fireman climbed into Thomas's cab. The Guard blew his 


whistle, waved his green flag and got into Clarabel as Thomas set off. 
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By the time they were 
through the tunnel the train 
was running nicely. Road and 
railway were beside each other 
here, with only a stream 
between them. Thomas 


remembered his race with 


Bertie the Bus: he had only 
won because he could go through the hill, while Bertie had to follow the 
road over the top. 

A flash of colour on the road ahead caught his eye. He tried to go faster 
to look more closely. 

“Steady, Thomas,” said his Driver. “There's plenty of time.” 

“Can't we get closer to that 
car?” panted Thomas. “It 
looks like the Stationmaster's 
car to me.” 

“Lots of cars look like that,” 
laughed his Driver, but he 
opened the regulator and they 
began to draw level. 

There were two men in the car. They waved when they saw Thomas, and 
tried to go faster. 

“That's che car all right, Thomas,” said the Fireman, “and those two must 
be the thieves. But we can't stop them, and they'1l be gone long before the 
next station.” 


“We need pencil, paper and something to put a note in,” said the Driver. 
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"We'll throw a message out at “Thomas showed how valuable 


the next signalbox.” he is to the smooth running of 


Quickly he wrote the norte My Railway. I am sure you 


AE will all agree that today he has 
and they put it in the 
; , a once again proved himself to 
Fireman's empty lunch-tin. 
; be a Really Useful Engine.” 
Then, drawing ahead of the 


car, Thomas whistled to 


attract the Signalman's 


attention. They slowed down so that the Fireman could throw the box up 


to him, and as they went past both the Driver and the Fireman shouted 


“POLICE"” at the top of their voices. 

By now the stolen car had gone well ahead, and Thomas did not see it 
again. But the Signalman 
telephoned police headquarters 
at once, and the thieves were L 
stopped at a road block about 
ten miles further on. E 

That afternoon, the Fat : 


Controller travelled in Annie 


| to Ffarquhar. When he got 
l 


there he and the Stationmaster climbed onto a porter's trolley. They told the 


passengers the whole story, and the Stationmaster thanked Thomas, his 


Driver and his Fireman for their prompt action. 


The passengers cheered loudly, and they cheered even more when they 
Sale : : z 
heard that the Stationmaster's gardening cups had all been found 
undamaged in a sack in the boot of the car. 


“A long time ago,” said the Fat Controller, holding up his hand for silence, 
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Mind tha Bike 


Percy had never known Tom 
Tipper to be anything but 
cheerful. Tom was the 
postman at Ffarquhar, and 
every morning he would have 
a cheery word for Percy as he 
helped to load the mailbags 


on to the train. Percy then 


took them to the town where there was a big office for sorting the letters 


But one morning, Tom wasn't there. A postman they didn't know just 


dumped the bags on the platform and cycle 


d off without stopping to help. 


W'hat's happened to Tom?” wondered Percy's Driver. 


“And his old van,” added 
the Fireman. “No wonder the 
new chap looks fed up. 
Carrying mailbags on a bike 
would make anyone glum.” 

Tom was soon back, but 
without his van. During his 
illness it had been decided 


that the van w: 


T wish 1 could cheer him up, 


needed signing. 


train. 


iS TOO expensive to run. Poor Tom was no longer cheerful and 
now he had no time to help load the 


" sighed Percy the Small Engine. 


One day an fi tati fi 
day a man from the station office came to tell Tom that some papers 
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“Oh dear,” he said 
anxiously. “This is going to 
make me very late.” 

He asked Percy to keep an 
eye on his bicycle while he 
was gone, and propped it 


carefully against the fence 


near the platform ramp. He 
was gone a long time, and had not returned when Percy was ready to go. 
Some boys were playing on the platform and Percy was worried. 

“Sorry, Percy,” said his Driver. “We must be off — time and the Fat 
Controller wait for no man.” 

In the flurry of starting, 
no one noticed that one of 
the boys had picked up Tom's 
bicycle. He pedalled too far 
along the platform, and before 
he could stop, ran out of 
control down the ramp. He 
reached the bottom just as 
Percy started away. Fortunately, the boy fell clear just in time, but the 
bicycle swerved beneath Percy's wheels and disappeared with a crunch. 

Percy's Driver stopped the train quickly and they extracted the remains, 
but the red bicycle was beyond repair. Tom came running, and he, the 
Driver, the Stationmaster and the Guard all told the boys what bad boys 
they were. 


“Pm sorry Mr. Tipper,” apologised Percy. 
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“Never mind, Percy,” said 
the postman. “It wasn't your 
fault, and I never liked that 
bike much anyway.” 

When the Fat Controller 
heard about the accident he 
ordered that Tom should be 
given a new bicycle at once. 

But the next morning, when Percy arrived at Ffarquhar he saw a brand 


new red van standing in the yard beside the ruins of the bicycle. Close by 


stood Tom Tipper, beaming 
from ear to ear. 

“That accident did me a 
good turn, Percy,” he smiled, 
“and now my Chief has 
decided to let me have a new 
van after all.” 

“So I did help,” said Percy 


to himself when Tom had gone. “By accident, as you might say.” 
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Fish 


Th fishermen who used the 
port near the Big Station were 
bringing in more fish than 
ever before. Each day the 
sheds on the quayside were 
piled high with boxes. Much 
of this extra fish had to travel 
by rail, so the trains which 
Henry and the other engines had to pull became heavier. 

One night a special load of fish was ordered, and the Fat Controller 
decided that extra vans must be added to the train that the men called “The 
Flying Kipper”. 

The only spare vans that they could find were old ones that had been 
standing unused on a siding 
for some time. Workmen soon 
cleaned them and they were 
added to the end of the train. 
Henry grumbled about it, but 
there was nothing to be done. 


“You'll just have to put up 


with it, Henry,” said his 
Driver. “At least the extra load will mean we can have a banker up 
Gordon's Hill.” 

Duck often waited at Edward's station so that he could help heavy trains 


by pushing them from behind. 
y: ¿ 
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wanted help getting up the hill. 


“Peep pIp peep peep, 
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Tonight, Henry made good 
progress in spite of his extra 
load. When they reached 
Edward's station, his Driver 
stopped the train beyond the 
platform. Then, using Henry's 
whistle, he gave the special 


signal that meant chat he 


' whistled Henry. “I need a banker, please. 


“Peep peep,” replied Duck. “I shan't be long. 


Duck buffered gently up 
to Henry's train. He was not 
coupled on, so Henry could 
run on without stopping 
when they reached the top 
of the hill. 

“Ready,” Duck whistled. 

“Push hard, push hard,” 


puffed Henry. 


“We're doing it, we're doing it,” replied Duck. 


Henry was pulling harder than he thought he was. It was a dark night, 


and Duck felt the weight on his buffers slacken. Because of the dark, he 


could not see that Henry had taken the train on his own and was slowly 


drawing ahead. 


All trains carry a red lamp on the final vehicle to show that the train is 


complete. This is called a tail-lamp. Duck's Driver began to get worried. 
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“There's no sign of a tail- 
lamp,” he said. “But we must 
keep going.” 

Duck whistled, but there 
was no reply from Henry. 

Henry, meanwhile, was 
going well, but his train 


seemed to be getting heavier. 


He had to keep moving, but he could not avoid slowing down. 


Suddenly, from behind him, there came a splintering crash. Duck's front 


bent and pieces of broken wood began to fall on him, one of them denting 


his funnel. He stopped quickly, and Henry, feeling the jolt, stopped too, 


just beyond the top of the hill. 


Over Gordon's Hill, a smell of fish hung on the air. By the light of 


torches the Drivers and Firemen tried to work out what had happened, 


while the Guard ran back down the hill to warn the Signalman. 


When daylight came it was 
all too obvious. The lamp-iron 
on the old van which should 
have held the tail-lamp had 
broken, and the lamp had 
fallen off at the bottom of the 
hill. The van had been 


invisible in the darkness. 


“Not your fault, Duck,” said the Fat Controller. “That lamp-iron should 


have been checked. Don't worry, we'll soon have your funnel and front 


straightened out.” 
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“Thank you, Sir,” said Duck 
sadly. “Thomas told me once 
to be careful about fish. He 


was right, Sir, wasn't he?” 
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Triple-Header 


GorDoN was resting ina 
siding. It was a hot day, and 
the Express had been heavy. 
“I get so out of breath,” he 
complained, “but nobody 
cares — they just say 1'll be all 


right after a rest.” 


“Get the Fat Controller to 
give you tanks and a bunker,” suggested Thomas cheekily. “You'll feel like 
a new engine. We tank engines never get out of breath, you know.” 

Perhaps it was lucky for Thomas that poor Gordon hadn't the energy to 
make any reply. 

The men worked hard on Gordon, but they couldn't make him better. 

“You need new tubes, Gordon,” they said. “You'll have to go to the 
Works to have them fitted.” 

While Gordon was being 
mended Henry pulled the 
Express. But one morning, 
just before Gordon was due 
back, Henry was ill too. 


“We've no spare engine 


except Thomas,” the Inspector 
told the Fat Controller, “but he can't pull the train on his own. 
“Could Percy help?” asked the Fat Controller. 


The Inspector shook his head. 


A THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE New COLLECTION El 


“The two of them with 
Duck might manage,” he 
suggested. “T's only as far as 
the Works — they're sure to 
have a spare engine there.” 

So the three tank engines 
were coupled together — 


Thomas nearest the train, 


Duck in the middle and Percy at the front. Then, slowly, they started. 

“Come on, come on,” fussed Percy importantly. 

“We're doing it, we're doing it,” puffed Duck. 

“Pull harder, pull harder,” grumbled Thomas to the others. 

The heavy train drew out of the platform. The engines couldn't go as fast 
as Gordon, but the passengers didn't mind. They knew that Percy, Thomas 
and Duck were doing their best. 

Expresses are not like branch line trains. They don't stop at all the litele 
stations, and the engines don't have a chance to get their breath back. Soon, 
the three began to feel tired. 
They struggled valiantly up 
Gordon's Hill, but the strain 
was beginning to show. 

“Pm glad we didn't stick 
there,” thought Thomas. 
“Gordon would never have let 
us hear the last of it.” 

But the hill proved too much for Percy. His Driver blew his whistle and 


stopped the train. 


NS 
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“We can't take you off, Percy,” said Thomas's Driver. “Do the best you 
can to keep your brakes off. 
It's not far.” 

This made things harder for 
the other two, but they 
struggled on gamely, twin 
columns of steam shooting 
high into the air. 

“We're nearly there, we're 
nearly there,” puffed Thomas and Duck together as they summoned a last 
brave effort. Poor Percy had 
no steam left to say anything. 

They were just passing the 
Works when Duck found he 
could go no further. Thomas 
could not pull the heavy train 


on his own, and the cavalcade 


came to a standstill a few yards 
short of the station platform. And there, watching from the Works' siding, 
stood Gordon. 

The Fat Controller, who 
had been on the train, told 
the three engines he was 
proud of them. 

“You did very well to get so 
far,” he said, “and now you 


deserve a rest.” 
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Duck, Percy and Thomas were uncoupled and a new eng 


As the tank engines moved wearily away, Gordon looked at Thomas and 


smiled. Then he took three deep breaths and winked. He didn't need to say 


anything — Thomas knew exactly what he meant. 


ine took their place. 
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James and the Diesel Engines 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with illustrations by 
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FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

To hear James talk, sometimes you might have thought that 
he ran the Fat Controller's Railway on his own. He certainly 
needed no help from diesels — or so he imagined. The other 
engines were more sensible, and realised that diesels could take 
some of the weight off their own couplings. But now the Fat 


Controller tells me that James has had a change of heart. These 


stories tell you how it happened. 
THE AUTHOR 
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Old Stuck-Up 


BoCo and Bear were proud of this, but James was not 1m 


ls, but he treated all others with deep suspicion. 


liked these two diese 


“Diesels don't use coal and water,” he would say darkly. 


Th Fat Controller preferred 
steam engines on his railway, 
but he found diesels useful 

because they could pull either 


coaches or trucks. 


“You're versatile,” he would 
say to them. “Real mixed- 


traffic engines.” 


pressed. He 


“How can you 


trust an engine who isn't normal in his habits?” 


Visiting diesels sometimes 
boasted about how special 
they were: usually BoCo and 
Bear had to spend the next 
day smoothing ruffled feelings. 

One day a particularly 
haughty diesel came from 


the Other Railway. When the 


visitor found that he was to share the Shed with steam engines he stopped 


outside in disgust and refused to go any further. 


“Why on earth does your Controller keep such out-of-date objects?” he 


growled rudely. “Dirty, smoky, slow things. Ugh!” 


He shuddered delicately. 
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“On our Railway,” the 
diesel continued loftily, 
“steam engines are kept 
strictly in their place and not 
allowed on the main line 
without special permission.” 


BoCo, who was showing the 


diesel round, lost patience. 
Stay outside then, if you're so proud about it,” he said crossly. “I'm 
going to join my friends.” 

“I hope it's cold tonight and he can't start in the morning,” snorted 
James. “At least someone might want to preserve us. Who'd need him? 
Old Stuck-up!” 

The engines were glad when morning came. They went to fetch their 
trains as early as they could, 
and the visitor was left alone. 

“That's better,” he purred 
to himself. “How can an 
engine rest in all that hissing 
and clanking?” 

The cleaning equipment 


and fuel supply were in the 


part of the Shed that BoCo and Bear shared. Old Stuck-up was so full of 


self-importance that he had forgotten he would need cleaning and re-fuelling 


before he went home. 
It was getting late when he remembered. 


The Shed is empty,” he thought, “IFT go now, no one will know P've been.” 
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He scuttled forward quickly Crossed Lines 


Too quickly! The rails Where 
Bear and BoCo had Sto0d were Mosr of the Fat Controller's 


oily and when the visitor tried engines accepted diesels. 


to stop, he couldn't. James had never liked them. 
“Brakeblocks and buffers “They're all right,” said 


'm slipping!” he wailed, Henry. “Just mixed-traffic 


as his wheels locked and engines like you and me.” 


slithered. He shut his eyes as, with a despairing whoop of horror, he crashed “Mixed-up engines, you 


into the wall at the end of the Shed. mean,” James grunted. “With 


The diesel was not badly damaged, but a dreadful draught came through windows at each end how can they know if they're coming or going?” 


the hole in the wall. When the other engines came home they heard the “Toby has two cabs,” remarked Duck, “and he gets on all right.” 
story from Douglas, who had cleared up the mess. “Toby's just a little engine,” scoffed James. “Ifan important engine like 
“Ho, ho, ho,” chortled me didn't know which way to turn, what would The Railway come to?” 
Henry. “Old Stuck-up came All the engines agreed that James was becoming much too puffed up in 
unstuck, did he? I say BoCo, his smokebox. 
what is it the Fat Controller “Making out he's royalty or something,” grumbled Henry. “It's disgusting.” 
calls you?” “IT knew an engine called King James,” remarked Duck, “in the old days, 
“Versatile,” chuckled BoCo, at Paddington. King James I he was, but he didn't swank about like that.” 
“but that isn't what he called “Och, dinna be telling 
Stuck-up. I couldn't hear all James that,” pleaded Donald. 
he said, but I didn't think it sounded very polite!” “It's even mair of a misery 
he'll be makkin' oor lives.” 
“Exactly,” agreed Henry, 
“but who's going to trim his 


wheels for him?” 


The engines tried all sorts 
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of ideas, but nothing worked. was happening. James's Driver 


James grew so conceited that told him that James would 


the others were glad when he whistle when they had 


was away. Even the coaches collected all the trucks and 


twittered anxiously to each were clear of the points. They 
other if they thought he was had almost finished when 


going to pull them. suddenly James heard a sharp 


One day James came to the “peep peep” from another 


Shed, fuming with rage. engine close by. 
“Shunting!” he snorted. “Where are Donald and Douglas? They should The Signalman heard it too, and thought it was James saying he was 
be here for jobs like that.” ready. He pulled the lever, setting the points for the main line. 
But the Twins were helping on Edward's branch line, so James had to do But James wasn't ready. The points changed when one of the trucks 
the work himself. was halfway over them; one bogie went the right way, but the other was 
James's train had long diverted towards the main line. Before James realised it, the truck was 
trucks called well-wagons. travelling sideways between the two lines. A signal stood right in its path. 
These have bogie-wheels at “Stop!” squealed the truck, but it was too late. The signal toppled to the 
each end, with a low section ground with a crash, just missing James. 


between them. They are used “That's torn it!” said 


to Carry cars, tractors and James's Driver. “The Fat 
Controller won't like that.” 
He didn't. He spoke 


severely about it, because the 


other heavy machinery. 


The shunting should have 
been easy, but James was cross and bumped the trucks. 
“Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!” they cried. Some of them slipped their brakes on to signal was important and its 


spite James. The weather was damp and misty too, so the shunting took a loss was inconvenient. 


long time James knew the accident 
Es . . as is f > AS 211 ¡ ¡ a V ¡ z 
At last, James had only two trucks to fetch before his train was ready. was not his fault, but he was unusually quiet in the Shed that evening. The 


Because of the mist, the Signalman sometimes found it hard to see what others were relieved. 


E 
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“I suppose it must be 
difficult to know which Way to 
go when you've got two cabs,” 
whispered a voice, “but to go 
two ways at once with only one 
cab — that really is something!” 

James pretended he hadn't 


heard. 


O 


| 


! 
| 
| 
| 
' 
' 
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Fire-Engine 


“FLYING Scotsman and my 
brothers were all green,” 
explained Gordon one night 
in the Shed. “It was all very 
well in its way, but now I 
prefer my blue. It makes me 


different, you see, and that's 


very suitable for an important 
engine like me.” 

“The engines on oor auld line used to be blue,” remembered Donald, 
“but nae sae dark as we are. Dougie and me never were though — we had to 
be black, sae blue makes a nice change.” 

“TI like my green too,” 
agreed Henry. “I'd hate to be 
red like James. People would 
think I was a fire engine.” 

“At least people can see me 
coming,” retorted James. “I 


don't disappear into the 


<S background like some engines 
I could mention. If it weren't for the noise, you'd need a yellow and black 
front like Mavis.” 
Henry's protests were drowned in the laughter of the other engines, and 
he went to sleep wondering how to pay James back. | 


Henry was still cross next morning. 
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What can be wrong? dangerous to let him boil dry 


hat ci > a 
What can be wrong? asked now that we can't get more 


the coaches anxiously as water from the tender.” 


from the Big Station. “Sorry, old boy,” he said to 


“Do come along, do come 


Henry pulled noisily away The Fireman agreed. 
| 
| Henry. “Just when we'd got it 


along,” Henry snorted going nicely, too. But if you 
impatiently. | hadn't banged about so much 


They had a fast run, but it didn't improve Henry's temper. He bumped you wouldn't have broken your tender coupling.” 


the coaches when they reached the end of the line, and again when he While the Fireman dealt with the fire, the Driver went back to tell 

backed onto them for the return journey. He simmered angrily while the che Signalman what had happened. When he returned, he found Henry 

Fireman fastened the coupling. completely hidden in a huge cloud of black smoke, which billowed out 
No one noticed a rattle from beneath Henry's footplate as he snorted from underneath his cab. 


away, and soon the train was The Fireman emerged, choking. 


running well. “Henry's fire set the sleepers alight,” he spluttered. “You stay here — I'm 


“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” going to telephone the fire brigade.” 


puffed Henry. Faster and The Driver eased Henry clear of the blaze, and then Edward came to take 


faster they went. At last | his train. Henry felt most uncomfortable. 
Henry began to feel better. Workmen made Henry a temporary coupling. They rejoined him to his 
Suddenly he heard a crack tender, and then the Driver 


and the Fireman lit a new fire 


from below his cab. 


“Look out!” shouted the Driver. He applied the brakes while the Fireman and drove him gently home. 


scrambled forward to the footplate. He was just in time. Both men watched Edward, who had of course 


in horror as a widening gap opened between Henry and his tender. seen everything, told the 


Henry stopped as soon as he could. The automatic brake halted his tender others. They were careful what 


and the train some way behind. they talked about in the Shed 


“We must drop Henry's fire,” said the Driver urgently. “It will be that night. 
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As for Henry, he was touchy 
time afterwards. But James 
was quick to notice that from 
then on Henry stopped 
making rude remarks about 


the colour of fire engines. 


on the subject of fires for Some 
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Deep Freeze 


W/inTER had come, and for 
many days now had held 
everything in 1ts icy grip. The 
countryside was frozen hard, 
trees were white with frost, 
and icicles hung from bridges 


and water-columns. Luckily, 


however, there was little snow. 

“Too cold for that, thank goodness,” shivered James's Driver, as he and 
the Fireman huddled on the sheltered side of the cab. James had an open 
footplate, and every day his crew came to work muffled to the eyebrows in 
scarves and jerseys. 

Sometimes water-columns froze too, and then the engines could not get 
the water they needed. But 
this never happened at the 
Works station, and one day, 
when the frost seemed harder 
chan ever, James's Driver 
stopped him by the water- 
column there. 

“We'll give you a good 
topping-up while we can,” he said. “There's no telling when we might get 
some more.” 

James shivered as the icy water cascaded into his tender, but he knew his 


Driver was right. 
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They BUE A “Your injector's failed,” said 
the brim, because the Fireman his Driver. “Blockage in the 
forgot to tell the Driver to pipe, most likely. We'll have 
curn the tap off. Water to stop and deal with your fire 
overflowed on to James's — can't go on without water.” 
tender, making him start to “Don't set the sleepers on 

shiver again. fire,” pleaded James. “Henry 


“Right,” said the Fireman, 


would never let me forget it.” 

jumping down to the footplate. “Let's be off — I want to warm myself up The Fireman laughed. 

shovelling coal.” “You'll be all right if we just damp you down,” he said. “There's no need 
"We can't go yet,” laughed the Driver. “They haven't finished loading the to throw the fire out, as Henry did. 

luggage van.” They stopped near a signalbox and James's Driver asked the Signmalman to 
"Well, I wish they'd hurry,” grumbled the Fireman, blowing on his telephone for help. 

Pm fi Ñ <s sent a diese ad never met, to help him. 
hands. “I'm frozen from standing on that tender. The Works sent a diesel, whom James had o I 


All engines have a tap called an injector. It allows the Driver or the “Rescued by a diesel,” he snorted disgustedly. “It's degrading. 1 won ñ go: 
Fireman to transfer water from the tender to the boiler, and is very a mee 
important. Without it the water-level in the boiler could become too low a 
to make steam properly. 


fire was down his boiler was 
They had not gone far before James felt thirsty. 


cooling, and he could feel the 
. E ¡cy wind. 
T'need a drink, please,” he P he diesel friend] 
| | The diesel was friendly. 
said to his Driver. 
E | ] James was quiet at first, but 
The Driver switched on 
the injector, but nothing 


by the time they reached the 
3 1 DES ? and the two of them were chatting like 
happened. The Fireman tried Works the diesel had won him over and t 
his duplicate; stil] nothing. old friends. EOS 
Al 1 “ks. James's Fireman climbed on to the tender. He tried to 
P've got such a pain,” At the Works, James's Fireman clim 
groaned James. Open the filler-cap, but he couldn't do it. 
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“There's your answer, 
James,” he said. “Your filler- 


cap's frozen solid. That's 


because the water overflowed. 


gines 


Ice is stopping air from MS 
getting into the tank, so the 


injector can't work. You'll be 


all right when the ice melts.” 


He was, and that wasn't all. Thanks to his new friend from the Works 


, 


even James now admits that diesels can be Useful Engines too. 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

Sir Handel has been helping on the Talyllyn Railway, at 
Tywyn, in Wales.“You could write a book about it,” he 
said when 1 went to see him. Sir Handel was conceited 
before he went: whatever would happen, I thought, if he 
had a book all to himself? But some of his adventures ¿vere 


too good to waste, so 1 mixed them with stories about the 


other engines. That ought to keep everyone happy. 


“THE AUTHOR 
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Patience is a Virtue 


ThE Thin Controller held a 
letter in his hand. Six little 
engines watched him anxiously. 
“Do you remember your 
twin, Talyllyn?” he asked 
Skarloey. “He is ill, so his 
controller is short of an 


engine. Now, I cant spare 


anyone until Duke is mended, but I want to suggest to him that one of 


” 


us might... 

“Oh, Sir, please, Sir!” cried the engines excitedly. 

The Thin Controller held his ears. 

“You can't all go,” he laughed. “I thought .. . Sir Handel.” 

“Oh, Sir,” said Sir Handel happily. 

A few days later Duke was taken to the Works. Sir Handel's excitement 
grew and grew. 

“I hope he comes back quickly,” he said to anyone who would listen. 

“Don't be so impatient,” his 
Driver laughed. “There's a lot 
to be done first. Your repairs 
took a long time, remember, q NTE) = TA m | 

: : : | 0 1, 

and Duke is quite a bit older | a : a Mbs crovan: 
than you.” : ORANGE FOR 

The weeks passed, and still 


Duke didn't come back. 
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Sir Handel became more 
and more impatient. One day 
he was waiting with some 
carriages at the bottom station 
when Gordon arrived. 

“Pve been invited to 


Wales.” Sir Handel told him 


in an important tone of voice, 
“but I can't be spared until Duke is mended.” 

“Quite right,” said Gordon. “It's a great responsibility being indispensable.” 

“Gordon says 'm...er... insensible,” Sir Handel boasted to the others. 

They were amused, but not impressed. 

Summer came, and crowds of visitors came to the railway. Sometimes 
extra coaches were needed to carry all the people. One day, Sir Handel's train 
was fuller than ever. When he 
reached the top station he was 
quite exhausted. 

An enormous crowd was 
waiting on the platform for 
the last train home. 


“They must have come on 


earlier trains and stayed to 
picnic by the lake,” said the Fireman. “Never mind, we'll manage all right. 
It's all downhill from here on.” 

But at the station near the waterfall, the platform was full too. 

“We need a shoehorn to get them all in!” exclaimed the Guard, 


scratching his head. “Still, we'11 have to do it somehow. Some of the 


Y 
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passengers can travel with 
me 


in Beatrice.” 

The passengers had enjoyed 
their day in the hills, and 
didn't mind standing if ig 
meant they could get home. 


They knew it would be for 


only a short while and Sir 
Handel would try hard to get them to Henry on time.. 

The Guard always checked tickets at the station by the waterfall. Today 
it was a long job, and before he had even half finished, Sir Handel was 
growing impatient. 

“An insensible engine like me shouldn't keep Henry waiting like this!” 
he fumed to his Driver. 

“Can't be helped,” replied the Driver. “Henry will just have to wait — he's 
kept us at it before now.” 

At last the Guard was ready. He blew his whistle, waved his green flag 
and turned towards Beatrice. 

“At last we're off, do come along, at last we're off, do come along,” Sir 
Handel snorted impatiently. 
Quickly the train began to 
move. 

The Guard tried to board 
Beatrice, but her doorway was 
blocked by passengers. By the 
time they had moved to let 


him in, the train was out of 
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the station and the Guard was left on the platform, jumping up and down 
in frustration as the train chuffed quickly away. 

Beatrice tried to stop, but 
there was no one to put her 
brakes on. The Guard blew 
his whistle and waved a red 
flag, but the line curved, and 
Sir Handel couldn't see or 
hear him. Luckily, one of the 
passengers knew what to do. 
He pressed a button, and a buzzer sounded in Sir Handel's cab. His Driver 
braked hard and Sir Handel ground to a halt. 

“Now what?” the Driver asked the Fireman. “Go and find out — maybe 
we've left someone behind.” 

They had, of course. They soon discovered who it was. 

Some passengers helped the 
Guard to get aboard, and after 
a fast run Sir Handel's train 
reached the terminus at the 
same time as Henry. Sir 
Handel stopped with a sigh 


of relief. 


The Guard came along the 
platform to see him. 

“Pm sorry I was impatient, Mr. Guard,” said Sir Handel nervously. “I 
didn't want to be late bringing Henry's passengers. Insensible engines 


shouldn't be late, should they?” 
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“No,” agreed the Guard. “But sensible engines know that patience is a Peter Sam and the Pri ckly Problem 


virtue. Remember that next time.” 


“Pll try,” promised Sir Handel sadly. D dael 
UKE returned at last, anc 


Sir Handel went away. The 
other engines were kept so 
busy that they didn't have 
time to miss him. 
Hedgecutters had been 


busy too, trimming trees and 


bushes beside the railway so 
that passengers could see the view. 

Each evening Rusty took some trucks up the line and carried away as 
many cuttings as he could. But he could manage only a few at a time, and 
as fast as he moved the cuttings, more took their place. 

It was Peter Sam's turn to take the morning train. The coaches were full, 
but the rails were dry and Peter Sam didn't mind the extra load. He puffed 
happily along until, just beyond the tunnel, he found that, in the night, a 
high wind had blown hedge-cuttings across the rails. 

He stopped, and his Driver and Fireman got down. 

“We'll never get through that 
lot!” exclaimed the Fireman. 


“Pooh!” scoffed Peter Sam. 


Nothing to it — we'll simply 
push them aside.” 


“They're only little branches. 
“Have it your own way,” 


said his Driver. “If we stop to 
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clear up properly we shall be 
here for ages and some of the 
passengers might miss their 
train at the bottom station.” 

Peter Sam puffed bravely 
on. He went carefully at first, 
and the branches slid aside 
easily. Then came a stretch 
where the cuttings were brambles. Peter Sam began to regret his boasting. 
Not only were the thorns prickly, but they caught in each other, and the 
branches stayed firmly put. 

“Ouch!” exclaimed Peter Sam suddenly, and stopped. “I can't move,” 
he complained. 


The Fireman got out to check. 


It's no good,” he said at last. “You've got brambles caught in your valve 


gear, and steam can't get into your cylinders. We shall have to cut you out.” 


Peter Sam shuddered. He 
shut his eyes and prepared for 
the worst. 

The Fireman pulled on 
thick gloves. Then, while he 
tried to clear what he could, 
the Driver went to ask the 
Guard if he had a knife. 


Some of the passengers had knives too, and came to help. But even then 


the job took longer than expected, and by the time Peter Sam was free of 


brambles there was no hope of getting the passengers round the lake and 
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back before James's train left. 

Peter Sam's Driver 
apologised to the passengers, 
but they didn't mind. 

“We enjoyed the 
adventure,” they laughed. 

The Driver telephoned the 
Thin Controller. On the way 
home they passed Rusty, pulling a long train of trucks. 

Rusty worked hard, and by the afternoon the line was clear for trains to 
run normally. 

Peter Sam's front felt uncomfortable for several days. The others laughed, 
and teased him. 

“Take a snowplough next time,” they suggested, and they kept asking if 
he had a sharp knife in his cab. 
At last Skarloey told them 

to Stop. 

“I really can't think what 
all the fuss is for,” remarked 
Duncan innocently. “They 
were only little branches, after 


all — nothing to get prickly 


about, surely.” 
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“Pop” Special 


Durinc the summer, a party 
of Scouts set up tents in a 
field beside the line. They 
bustled about arranging 
things, but were never too 
busy to wave to the engines 
as they passed. 


“They ve come for their 


annual Camp,” explained Duncan's Driver. “It's a sort of holiday for them 
Thei : : 

eir Leader has been to see Mr. Hugh, and he says that the boys can work 
on the railway for us.” 

Sounds a funny sort of holiday to me,” said Duncan doubtfully. 


“Lots of people do it,” continued the Driver. “The Talyllyn Railway. 


where Sir Handel has gone, has most of its work done like that. The Scouts 


are going ¿ 
g01mg to help us. You know that place near the top station, where the 


ditches are bad and we have to be careful when it's wet? Well, the Scouts 


are going to put that right for us.” 

The engines were pleased, 
because they didn't like having 
to slow down there in wet or 
frosty weather. 

It was anything but frosty 
at present. Each day the sun 


| 
shone, and it became hotter | 


and hotter, too hot even for 
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holidaymakers to lie on the 
beach. Every train was as full. 

The Scouts were hot, too. 
They rested thankfully as 
the trains passed, but their 
cheerful waves became wearier 
as the week wore on. 

On the final day of their 
Camp, Duncan toiled uphill with the last train. He was looking forward to 
a rest under the trees at the top station. 

As Duncan neared the place where the Scouts were working, he whistled 
to warn them he was coming. 

Then he saw a figure crossing the line in front of the train. Duncan 's 
Driver put a hand on his brake. 
“Steady on, Duncan,” he 

warned. “It looks as if the 
Scouts” leader wants us to stop 
for something.” 

Duncan drew gently to a 


halt, and the leader climbed 


on to the step of his cab. 

“Is anything wrong?” the Driver asked anxiously. 

“Not yet,” replied the leader, “but P'm afraid there might be unless the 
boys have a drink. Can you drop off some pop or something when you next 
pass, please?” 

“No problem,” replied the Driver. “T'll see the refreshment lady when we 


reach the top station.” 
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But when they got there, 
the Driver came back from 
the refreshment room with 
a long face. 

“Not a bottle to be had,” 
he moaned to Duncan. 
“Everyone's as thirsty as those 
boys. So now what?” 

Duncan didn't know. He thought so hard that he began to feel thirsty 
himself. Then, suddenly, an idea came to him. “Isn't there a shop near the 
station by the lake?” he said. “Perhaps the lady there .. .” 

“Of course!” interrupted the Fireman excitedly. “We'll leave the coaches 
here while Duncan takes something to the boys. We can just get back here 
before the train is due to 
leave, but we must hurry.” 

While the Stationmaster 
telephoned the shop-lady to 
warn her they were coming, 
Duncan set off. 


The shop-lady met them 


at the station. 

“I haven't much myself,” she said, “but the lads are welcome to what 
there is.” 

A little later the Scouts heard a whistle and Duncan puffed into sight. 
He stopped beside them, and his Driver handed down the drinks. 

The Scouts cheered him. 


“Not me,” he told them. “It was Duncan's idea.” 
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So they cheered again, and 
thanked Duncan instead. 

“It's nothing,” he said 
modestly. “You're helping us 
— it's only fair we should help 


you too.” 
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Sir Handel Comes Home 


Sir Handel was given a great 
welcome when he returned. It 
was too late for the workmen 
to unload him that night, so 
the engines asked if his truck 
could be put where he could 
tell them all about his 
exciting adventures. 


“A real prince and princess came to see us,” 
“They rode in 


"Sir Handel told them proudly. 
a special train. Driver said they were given some books about 
us written by someone called the Thin Clerg 
understand that.” 


yman, but I didn't really 


“I do,” said Duke. “He and 
the Fat Clergyman were the 
ones who found me, and they 
put me in a book, too.” 

Peter Sam was impressed. 

“Did you pull the prince's 
train?” he asked Sir Handel. 
“No,” replied Sir Handel. “I 


ot soaked. I pulled a special 
the coaches b 


was a Spare engine — it poured with rain and 1 g 


wedding train, though. We had to bring 
morning. 'd never been out at that time 


Peter Sam told Sir Handel about his 


Sir Handel laughed. 


ack very early in the 
of day before.” 


tangle with the brambles. 
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“I know what you mean,” 
he said. “I had an adventure a 
bit like that just before 1 came 
back. It was a wet day, and 1 
didn't want to go out, but the 
Driver said I must. Well, we 
set off. Luckily the train 
wasn't very full, so we got on 
all right, even though it was raining. Then we stopped at a station... 

Sir Handel paused dramatically. 

“Go on,” urged Peter Sam. 

“Just beyond the station,” 
continued Sir Handel, “there 
was a steep bit and a curve. 
Well, it was wet, so naturally 
I was concentrating on 
getting up the hill.” 


“Of course,” agreed 


Rheneas gravely. 
tat me. 
“As we came round the bend a tree suddenly seemed to jump out « 
¡ ils, and I ran 
I tried to stop, of course, but my wheels slipped on the wet rails, and 1 re 
smack into the tree. It hurt, I can tell you. 
¿ 1 murs 
“It must have done,” agreed Duke, and there were sympathetic mur 
from the others. 0 
¡ ¡ Ñ al 1 E ut 
“The tree didn't actually hit me in the eye,” explained Sir Handel, 
a 6 SS t it. 
the Driver and the Fireman made a great fuss abou 


“Next morning they put a bandage on my forehead and a black patch 
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“Oh, it was great fun,” he said. 


“Did you see my twin, Talyllyn?” asked Skarloey. 


“He was in another part of the Shed,” replied Sir Handel. “The other 


engines told me that he's on 
the mend and he'!! be back at 
work soon. He's lucky — he's 
got a lovely railway.” 

Sir Handel closed his eyes, 
remembering. 

“All the same,” he added, 
“ié's good to be home.” 


Duke smiled in the darkness. 


“I know what you mean,” he agreed. 
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over my eye. Everyone 
laughed, and said I looked 
like a pirate. Then 1 pulled 
a special train at a thing they 
called an AGM. They even 
wrote a piece about me in 
their magazine.” 


Sir Handel sighed happily. 
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FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 
Sometimes Thomas and Percy both think they are the 
most important engine on the branch line. We know 
better, of course, and so does the Fat Controller, which 


¡is why he did not intervene when Thomas and Percy had 


a quarrel. Like most quarrels, it wasn't serious to start 


with. It began when Percy ... But why not turn the 
page and read about it for yourself? 


"THE AUTHOR 


A 
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Thomas, Percy and the Coal 


“Thomas the Tank Engines 
blue paint sparkled in the 
sunshine as he puffed happily 
along his branch line with 
Annie and Clarabel. 

“Blue is the only proper 
colour for an engine,” he 


boasted to the other engines. 


“Oh, I don't know, I like my brown paint,” said Toby. 


“Pve always been green. 1 wouldn't want to be any other colour either,” 


added Percy. 


“Blue is the only colour for a Really Useful Engine — everybody knows 


that,” splutrered Thomas. 


Percy said no more. He just grinned at Toby, and winked. 


Each day Percy brings a 
truck full of coal from the 
Junction for the coal 
merchants at Ffarquhar. The 
next morning Thomas was 
resting when Percy arrived. 

“Be careful in this siding, 


Percy,” warned Thomas, as 


Percy pushed the trucks along the line beside him. “These buffers aren't 


very safe, they...” 


He got no further. Ás one of the coal trucks passed Thomas, the catch on its 
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door burst open. With a rumble 
and a crash, an avalanche of coal 
poured out and piled up around 
Thomas's wheels. 

A thick cloud of coal dust 
arose all round him. 

“Atishooo!” spluttered 
Thomas. “Help, 'm choking! 


Get me out!” 


Percy looked worried. Then, as the dust settled, he looked at Thomas and 


began to laugh. Thomas's smart blue paint was black from his smokebox to 


his bunker. 


“Ha, ha, ha,” chuckled Percy. “You don't look Really Useful now. You 


should see yourself. You look Really Disgraceful.” 


“I am not disgraceful,” choked Thomas furiously. “You did that on 


purpose, Percy. Now stop your stupid giggling and get me out. 


Poor Thomas was filthy. 


But it was some time 
before Percy could help. The 
coal-bunker stood behind the 
buffers that Thomas had said 
were unsafe. It was only when 
the coal was shovelled into 
the bunker that Thomas 


could be moved. 


“Yow're not fit to be seen,” grumbled the cleaners. 


It took so long to clean Thomas that he wasn t r 


eady in time for his next 


z m 1 > MORE ABOUT THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE — MN. Susa fia] 
a po A THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE NEW COLLECTION A pu a MORE AN : 


: a > heard a cracking sound and to his horror found 
train, and Toby h As Percy tried to stop he heard a cracking ¿ 


ad to take 
Annie and Clarabel with 


chat he couldn't. 


The buffers didn't stop 
Henrietta. The cleaners Were 


him either. 
tired and dirty when they had 

“Ooooer!” wailed Percy. 
“Help!” 


The buffers broke and Percy 


finished. 
Thomas was grumpy in 


the Shed that night. Toby 
ran into the coal-bunker with 


thought it a great joke, but 


E - E A a thud. Coal flew everywhere, 
Percy was annoyed with Thomas for thinking that he had made his paint 


and when the dust had settled 
black on purpose. 


-rcy h: isappearec ath a thick black cloak. 
“Who'd have thought it?” Percy remarked. “Fancy, a Really Useful blue Percy had disappeared beneath a thick black cloa | 
ine like Thomas becoming a disgrace to the Fat Controller's Railway.” Thomas watched from the platform. As the crash died away, the signal-arm 

engine like as bec a disgre 2 

“Y it, Percy,” replied Thomas crossly. “One day you'll laugh on the dropped and Thomas moved off, laughing as he went. Percy was furious, 

ou wait, Percy, : : E | 

herside of kebox” and he spent the rest of the day wondering how to pay Thomas back. 

other side of your smokebox. 


“Pooh!” rejoined Percy. “1 


wouldn't have missed all that 


fun for anything.” 

The feud worsened as time 
went on. Thomas thought 
Percy had coal-dusted him 


deliberately, and Percy was 


cross with Thomas for 
thinking so. 

Two days later Thomas was at the platform when Percy brought his 
trucks from the Junction. Percy arranged them and ran into a siding fora 
drink before Thomas's train left. 


A E E rs. 
The water-column stood at the end of the siding with the faulty buffe 
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The Runaway Thomas had once left their 
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| Guard behind at the Junction. 


Percy was soon mended, but 
When Thomas came back 


one morning Thomas woke : 
ó | Annie and Clarabel told him 


O ene Las Conttoles | how well Duck had managed. 


sent him to the Big Station Ñ 
d Though Thomas was jealous 


to see if he could be mended , 
at first, he was so pleased to 


there, but it was no use. 


be home that he soon forgot. 


“Edward must take you ad E 
y But he didn't forget the affair with the coal. Percy was careful to keep 


to the Works,” the Fat 


out of his way. 


6 ller told him. ; Se 
o The Works had left Thomas's handbrake very stiff. It made his brakes 


“I want you to go and help Percy and Toby while Thomas is ill.” ; 
< 2 é omas is ill y e 5 Me s p ; 
e E ñ ñ > he said seem as if they were on, when, in fact, they weren't, and Thomas's Driver 


a A 1 nomas 1 e : 


enough to come back.” But one day Thomas's 
e a 


Duck was delighted. He 


knew Percy already, and it 


Fireman was ill, and a relief 


man took his place. At the 
wasn't long before he had 


Junction, Thomas ran round 


made friends with Toby, Annie and Clarabel. While 


Terence : ¡ , . 
erence and Bertie. Percy, his Driver chatted to the 


who w: ¡ ¡ z , 
o was still cross with Stationmaster, the Fireman 


Thomas over the coal-dusting coplas 


incident, was glad to have . PE : 
O The Driver had told the relief Fireman about Thomas's brake, but 


someone new to talk to. 

ai a unluckily he had forgotten. When he had finished with the coupling 
- and Clarabel were impressed | | 
A s he joined the Driver and Stationmaster on the platform. 
ch nice manners,” they told each other. 


out with him.” 


“It really is a pleasure to gO a . 
nl P Thomas simmered happily. 


In the distance Henry appeared. 


They soon made Duck welcome, and he laughed when they told him how y 
“Not long now,” thought Thomas. 
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At that moment Thomas Thomas saw Harold land and the Inspector run towards the platform, where 


felt his wheels begin to move. he stood waiting. 


He tried to stop, but he This time Thomas entered 


couldn't without his Driver che station slowly enough for 


and Fireman. He tried to the Inspector to act. Running 


whistle a warning, but he beside the train, he judged his 


couldn't do that either. moment, jumped and 


The Guard shouted from scrambled into Thomas's cab. 


the platform, but that did no good. The Guard, Driver and Fireman were Then he put the brake hard on. 


all stranded, and the passengers were left on the platform staring. Thomas, With a sigh of relief, 


Annie and Clarabel gathered speed out of the station. The empty coaches Thomas stopped. 


shrieked as they rounded the curve, but Thomas, with plenty of steam, kept The Inspector mopped his brow. 


on going. “Phew!” he remarked. 
The Signalman at the Wearily, Thomas agreed with him. 
Junction soon realised what 
had happened, and sent a 
message along the line. An 
Inspector prepared to stop the 


runaway at the station near 


the airfield where Harold the 
Helicopter stood ready in case of emergency. 

But Thomas was still going much too fast. Quickly the Inspector 
climbed aboard Harold and they took off. 

“I must get there in time, 1 must,” he whirred anxiously. 

Below, Thomas was tiring. 

“I need to stop, I need to stop,” he panted wearily. 

Annie and Clarabel held back as they went uphill. As they neared the station, 
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Better Late than Never 


WokrkMEN were mendir 
viaduct on the main line. The 
arches needed to be 
strengthened, but the Fat 
Controller did not want to 
close the Railway while the 


work was done, and so repairs 


took a long time. The engines 
had to take great care when crossing the viaduct, and the delay often made 
them late at the Junction. Thomas was cross. 

“Time's time,” he grumbled. “Why should 1 keep my passengers waiting 
while Henry and James dawdle about all day on viaducts?” 

“Don't blame me,” snorted 
Henry one day. “If we hurried 
across the viaduct it might 
collapse, and then you'd have 
no passengers at all, What 
would you do then, eh?” 

"Run my trains on time, for 


and hurried away before Henry could answer. 


one thing,” retorted Thomas, 


At che top station Bertie was timed to arrive just after Thomas. His 


passengers soon found that instead of going straight from Bertie to their 


train, they were having to wait until Thomas arrived. 


“Late ag ” remarke a td 
'e again, remarked Bertie one day, as Thomas panted wearily in, ten 


12 the 
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minutes after time. “I thought 
you could go fast, Thomas. It's 
time we had another race — 1 
reckon 1 could beat you now.” 
Thomas went bluer than 
ever, and let off steam loudly. 


“Rubbish!” he hissed 


fiercely. “U'd still beat you any 
dav. It's those main line engines. They dither about on their viaduct and 


then blame the Fat Controller's workmen. It's just an excuse for laziness, if 


you ask me.” 


One day James was later 
chan ever at the Junction. 

“I'm sorry, Thomas,” he 
puffed, as he came breathlessly 
to the platform. “I was held 
up at the Big Station, and the 


viaduct made it worse.” 


A “It's lucky for you 'm a 
guaranteed connection,” snorted Thomas. He puffed importantly away, leaving 


James at a loss for words. 
“Peep, peep,” whistled Thomas at every station. “Get in quickly, please. 
The passengers did their best, but Thomas soon found that he couldn't 
save much time. 


As they neared the tunnel, Thomas thought he saw a flash of red on the 


road beside the line. 


“That looks like Bertie,” he said to himself, “but Bertie should have got 
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to Ffarquhar ages ago.” 

It was Bertie. Thomas 
stopped nearby and asked 
what the matter was. 

“I feel dreadful,” mourned 
Bertie. “All upset inside, and 


Driver says he can't make me 


better. Thank goodness you're 
late. Can you take my passengers, please? They'1l never get home otherwise.” 

“Of course,” agreed Thomas. 

Thankfully the passengers 
climbed into Annie and 
Clarabel, and after promising 
Bertie that he would send for 
help from the next station, 
Thomas set off again. 
Already he was feeling much 
more cheerful. 


All the passengers reached home safely, and when Bertie was better he 
came to thank Thomas. 


I'm sorry 1 teased you about being late,” he said. 


“That's all right,” said Thomas. “I'm glad I could help. Perhaps being 
late isn't such a bad thing after all.” 
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Drip-Tank 


One evening Percy was 
bringing empty stone-trucks 
from the Harbour. He was 
tired of his quarrel with 
Thomas, and wanted to be 
friends again. He had had a 


good day, and was feeling 


extra pleased with himself. 


He was so busy thinking how he would tell Thomas and Toby about his 
expert handling of the trucks that he forgot to keep a good look-out. Too 
ing over the line straight in f him. 
late, he saw a broken branch hanging over the line straight in front of 


“Oooooer,” he groaned. 


He tried to stop, but his brakes wouldn't hold him. 
“Ouch!” he exclaimed a 


moment later. The branch hit 


his smokebox, broke away and 


LL 


crashed to the ground. 


METI WNEST 
MAREAS 7) 


Percy was more startled than 


AAA AS 


hurt, but his front was still 


dl 


sore when he reached the Shed. 


“It's your Own fault,” said 


is ceep a be <-out — Pve no 
Thomas, unsympathetically. You should keep a better look-out 


patience with you.” 
“Pooh!” retorted Percy huffily. He forgot his good resolution and talked 


to Toby for the rest of the evening. 


xx. 
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Percy didn't speak to along the valley he was trying 
Thomas the next day either. to make up for lost time. 
“I say, Toby,” he said in the Suddenly there was a loud 
Shed that evening, “what's a bang, and something hard hit 
drip, do you know?” che bottom of his left-hand 
Toby pondered. watertank. 
“It's when rain comes “Ouch!” exclaimed Thomas, 
through a hole in your cab, and stopped. As he did so he 
and Fireman hasn't got time to mend it,” he decided at last. felt water splashing cold against his wheels. 
“That's silly,” objected Percy. “I heard a boy on the platform call his “One of your siderods has broken,” said his Driver. “It swung up and 
friend one this afternoon. I'm sure he couldn't have come through a hole in punctured your tank — we'll have to get help.” 
my cab,” he added earnestly. At Ffarquhar, Percy was shunting. The Stationmaster came up. 
Thomas was tired of being ignored. “Leave those trucks please, Percy,” he said. “Thomas has got a hole in his 


“That's different,” he watertank — there's water dripping everywhere, and he can't get home on 


interrupted loftily. “The boy his own.” 


just thought his friend was Percy was still cross with 


being a coward, or silly, or Thomas. 
a spoilsport.” “I won't go,” he said. 
Percy thought about this. “Thomas called me a drip — 


“So if...” he suggested let him jolly well stay there 


reflectively, “. . . if you and drip himself.” 


stopped me from doing something nice, would you be a drip, Thomas?” “But what about Annie and 


Clarabel and the passengers?” 


“You're the drip,” answered Thomas crossly. “Now go to sleep like a 


sensible engine and stop talking nonsense.” reminded Percy's Driver. “Do they deserve to stay Out all night too?” 
Percy was offended. Instead of going to sleep he became even more Percy was sorry at once. 

determined to pay Thomas out. “I forgot them,” he said. “We must rescue them in case they turn into 
Next day Henry's train was late at the Junction. When Thomas set out drips too.” 
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He hurried away. 

He found Thomas near the 
river. Everyone was glad to see 
him, and the passengers 
thanked him for coming. 

“I'm sorry I was rude,” said 
Thomas, as Percy helped him 
back to the Shed. “That tank 
of mine turned me into a bigger drip than we expected, didn't it? Can we 
be friends again, please?” 


Percy was delighted to agree. 


O 
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FOREWORD 


DEAR FRIENDS, 
Over here on the Other Railway we are used to High- 


Speed Trains, and know how useful they can be. But 
when Gordon first heard of them he began boasting 
about how fast he could go. He should have known 


better, because he only landed himself in disgrace and 
oller cross. These stories tell how hard 


made the Fat Contr 
Gordon worked to redeem himself and make the Fat 


Controller think again. 
THE AUTHOR 


